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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— A  Saloon  in  the  Chateau  of  Schonfddt, 
with  balcony,  overlooking  the  country — drums  in 
the  distance,  Seating  the  generale — trumpets 
sounding  calls  for  cavalry,  &c. 

CATHERINE  and  GUSTAVUS  discovered  looking 
over  the  balcony — they  advance. 

Oath.  Yes,  dear  Gustavns,  it  is  now  too  certain, 
this  day  the  King  will  quit  Schonfelat. 

Gus.  The  first  division  of  the  royal  guard  is  now 
under  arms,  and  the  King  seldom  remains  far  be- 
hind when  the  guards  sleep  in  the  field. 

Cath.  And  to-morrow  recommences  the  dreadful 
business  of  wi'r. 

G us.  Nay,  may  be  commenced  already,  since  the 
light  division  under  Prince  Henry  left  their  winter 
quarters  two  days  ago,  and  are  now  liutted  in  the 
field.  Aye,  and  call  this  dreadful  war  by  113  many 
ugly  names  as  you  will,  my  own  Catherine,  there 
are  no  hearts  leap  lighter  or  higher  at  the  trumpet 
that  summons  the  soldier  to  the  field  than  those  of 
the  gentle  sex. 

Cath.  Do  you  forget  that  I  witnessed  your  arrival 
on  this  frontier,  after  your  disastrous  retreat  from 
Berlin  ? 

Gus.  You  certainly  on  that  day  saw  us  at  some 
disadvantage.  Yet,  worn  as  was  the  royal  guard, 
it  had  that  very  morning  repulsed  a  whole  myriad 
of  Trsack's  rascal  Pandonrs ;  aye,  and  charged  up 
to  the  very  guns,  behind  which  the  waspish  swarm 
found  safety!  (Trumpet  sounds,  L.  H. — distant.) 

MECHI  runs  in,  L.  E. 

Mech.  Oh,  my  dear  Miss  Catherine,  and  Captain 

Gustavus,  I've  come  to  say Pray  do  go  on  to 

the  balcony,  and  look  over.  (Crosses  Catherine. ) 
Here's  such  a  heap  of  counts,  and  generals,  and 
aides-de-camp,  come  back  with  the  old  King,  and 
all  tho  soldiers  drawn  out  below.  Your  mamma 
and  me  in  the  hall,  and  Sergeant  Kraut  aud  the 
King,  and  everybody  coming  in  directly. 

Cath.  Does  my  mamma,  then,  require  me  to 
descend  ?  or  was  it  only  to  tell  me  this  fine  piece  of 
news,  that  you  left  the  sight  ? 

Mtch.  I'  declare  I'm  so  deranged,  miss,  that  I 
have  forgotten  who  it  was  sent  me  here,  or. what 
I  was  to  do.  Let  me— —  Oh,  aye,  now  I  mind  me. 
Major  O'Dogherty  whispered  me  to  see  if  Captain 
Uustavus  was  here,  and  say  he  wanted  a  word  with 
liim.  (Trumpet  sounds.)  There  they  come !  Oh, 
Miss  Catherine,  Miss  Catherine,  you'U  lose  all  the 
show! 

GHS.  (Crosses  Catherine.)  Ha,  ha,  ha, I  Here's  a 
sample  of  tho  terror  war  creates  in  the  breast  of 


woman !    Descend,  pretty  Mechi,  and  say  to  flK 

Major,  I  am  here  at  his  service  ;  with  your  leave, 

that  is,  Miss  Catherine  ?  (Trumpet  a</<u/i.) 

(Catherine  bates,  smilingly — JJfcchi  run* 

off,  L.  H.,  speaking  as  she  goes.) 
Ncch.    Yes,    Captain    Gustavns,  I'll    tell   him. 
Run,  Miss  Catherine,  run !     Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear ! 

[Exit,  L.  H. 

Cath.  Yon  smile,  Gustavus,  at  the  thoughtless 
levity  of  that  poor  girl.  Oh,  if  she  looked  but 
through  my  eyes,  and  saw  in  the  doomed  line,  that 
being  numbered,  in  whose  life  alone  she  lived,  with 
what  changed  feelings  would  she  regard  its  deceit- 
ful bravery ! 

Gus.  Come,  come,  sweet  wife  of  mine,  a  trace 
with  your  coward  philosophy,  for  war  is  a  glorious 
game,  after  all ;  and  if  the  penalties  fell  only  on 
the  players,  one  would  scarcely  count  them  over- 
great,  the  victor's  reward  being  still  honour,  and 
the  cheering  smile  of  beauty  !  For,  say  what  you 
will,  'tis  itoman,  gentle  woman,  after  all,  who 
sends  tho  soldier  to  the  fight. 

Cath.  Woman !    Oh,  scandal !  scandal  1 

Major  O'Doghcrty.  (Without,  L.  H.)  Do  you  give 
yourself  no  trouble ;  I'll  find  the  way,  I'll  engage. 

Gus.  Nay,  here  comes  our  gallant  Major ;  we'll 
refer  the  point  to  his  experience.  He  shall  decide 
for  us. 

Enter  MAJOR  O'DOGHERTY,  L.  H. 

Maj.  Heaven  save  all  here  !  Miss  Catherine,  the 
most  devoted  of  your  devotees !  (Crosses  to  her.) 

Cath.  Major,  we  have  a  point  of  dispute  to  refer 
to  you,  in  which  my  whole  sex  is  interested ;  and 
you  will,  I  know,  when  I  state  the  case,  decide 
candidly  whether  woman  be  in  fault  or  not  ? 

Maj.  Undoubtedly  !  With  the  most  perfect  can- 
dour and  impartiality,  I  decide  then  that  she  it 
not  in  fault. 

Gits.  What,  Major,  decide  in  the  ladies'  favour 
before  you  have  heard  me  state  the  case  ? 

Maj.  Surely,  my  dear  lad,  therein  lies  the  salva- 
tion of  my  gallantry;  for  the  love  of  beauty,  don't 
state  the  case,  or  ten  to  one  my  conscience  will 
compel  me  to  reverse  my  decree. 

Gits.  At  least  permit  me  to  ask,  are  not  the 
women  the  primary  cause  of  all  the  wars  and  fight- 
ing which  take  place  here  below  ? 

HIaj.  Indisputably,  both  here  below  and  thero 
above,  assuredly,  the  honour  of  our  warlike  pro- 
pensities is  all  their  own.  To  the  gentle  sex  we 
owe  our  earliest  aspirations  after  blows ;  and  from 
their  practical  lessons  we  derive  the  rudiments  of 
the  art  manual ;  for  don't  we  firstly  fight  with  our 
mothers?  secondly,  we  fight  with  our  sisters; 
thirdly,  we  fight  with  our  sweethearts.;  and  lastly. 
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•ataitre;  the  only  return  I  can  proffer  for  your 
lessons  in  philosophy. 

Doc.  That  I  came  to  teach,  is  true,  sire  ;   but  I 

remain  to  be    instructed.     In   philosophy,  as   in 

poetry  and  war,  your  Majesty  will  endure  no  rival. 

(Sows  obsequiously.) 

Fred.  That's  very  well  said ;  very  well,  for  a 
doctor.'  But  go,  Mouchet,  and  see  that  all  is 
arranged  at  the  lodge.  Tell  my  cook  that  we'll 


sup  at  twelve  o'clock. 


(Aside.) 
\Exit  Mouchet,  L.  n. 


(As  ihe  King  turns  to  address  the  staff, 
the  officers  advance,  L.  H.  c.,  the 
General  in  front  of  group.) 

Fred.  Now,  geutlemen,  good  morning.  I  am 
well  satisfied  with  the  state  of  your  different  corps, 
and  trust  our  doings  will  be  answerable  to  our  ap- 
pearance. But  I  find  some  laxity  of  discipline  has 
crept  over  you  since  gout  has  been  more  frequent 
with  me.  I  have  therefore  resolved  to  restore  our 
ancient  rigour,  which  defied  reverse,  and  often 
turned  defeat  to  victory.  And  be  assured  that  the 
first  order  of  the  day,  which  I  discover  to  have 
been  broken,  in  letter  or  spirit,  were  the  culprit 
my  brother— my  men  brother— ho  shall  pay  the  ex- 
treme penalty.  Make  known  this  resolve  to  my 
ehildren,  gentlemen,  and  bid  them  be  prudent,  as 
they  value  their  father's  anger.  (Beckons  Catherine 
on  his  B.  H. — takes  her  hand.)  Mademoiselle 
Catherine,  adieu.  You  look,  I  think,  but  dully  at 
this  hour  of  parting;  thirty  years  ago  I  might 
have  read  those  dimmed  eyes  in  my  own  favour,  but 
that's  all  over  with  me  now.  I  can  only  promise, 
that  any  name  you  may  choose  to  whisper  in  my 
ear  shall  find  favour,  even  for  your  sake. 

(Pinches  her  ear,  with  great  kindness  of 
manner. — Beady  lights.) 

Cath.  Ah,  sire,  your  favours  are  too  hazardous 
to  be  desired  for  any  one  we  would  wish  ever  to 
gee  again. 

Fred.  Hum !  Kot  the  less  acceptable  sometimes 
because  perilous.  A  wife  now  would  have  caught 
eagerly  at  my  offer. 

Cath.  Do  you  think  so,  sire  ?  (Sighs.) 

Fred.  'Tis  plain  that  you  do  not.  Well,  you 
have  yet  time  enough  for  experience.  (Catherine 
retires.)  Ha,  ha !  (Frederick  advances  a  little  to- 
wards Madame  S.)  Madame  Schonfeldt,  adieu; 


thanks,  thanks,  and  adieu ! 

(Major  crosses 
Catharine  catc 


Ailons,  gentlemen ! 

(Going.) 
the    King- 


to  follow    t 
hes  his  arm. 


me! 


Ca'J>.  (Impressively.)  Do  not— Oh!  do  not  forget 
(Frederick  turns  round  sharply,  eyeing 


them,  close.) 
Fred.  Forget  me!    What? 


Who?    Eh?    Major 


— Forget  what  ?  what  ? 

Maj.  Nothing  at  all,  sire  ;  nothing. 

Fred.  That  much  you  will  remember,  I'll  answer. 
But  what,  I  say,  are  you  not  to  forget  1 

Maj.  I'm  not  to  forget  to  remember  that— (Look- 
ing at  Catherine,  and  placing  his  ?iandon  his  heart.) 
Honour,  sire,  honour. 

Fred.  Oh,  ho  !  I  see  how  the  wind  sets.  Honour, 
eh!  hononr!  (Imitating.)  Honour!  Be  at  rest, 
pretty  one ;  I'll  answer  for  the  Major's  never  for- 
getting that.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  On,  boys,  on !  Who'd 
turn  when  old  Fritz  cries — on  ! 

[Oncers — "Long  live  the  king!" — 
Flourish  drums  and  trumpets — the 
King  and  all  the  officers  exeunt,  L.  n. 


—ladies  go  uy  to  window. 


SCENE  II.— Almost  night— a  u'ooJ. 

-Enter  TRENCK,  L.  H.,  disguised  as  a  courier,  fol- 
lowed by 'PIERRE  in  livery. 

Trc.  And  on  that  lodge  he  has  positively  fixed  ? 

Pie.  Owi,  dat  is,  Monsieur  le  Docteur  have  fix 
for  him,  wliich  is  ze  ineme  chose, — all  yon  want, 
eh? 

Trc.  Not  quite  all,  ami  Pierre ;  but  does  your 
master  now  return  before  the  King  ?  and  through 
this  wood  ? 

Pie.  Dis  I  can  no  say — par  7(asard,  otti.  If  ht> 
coine  alone,  he  come  by  dis  route ;  if  not,  he  will 
see  yon  to-night  sometime,  after  ze  old  wolf  go  fast 
to  sleep.  Voyez. 

Tre.  If  I  had  but  half  a  dozen  of  my  fellows  here 
now,  with  fresh  horses,  we  might  at  once  do  tin- 
work  openly  by  coup-de-main.  We  are  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  from  the  extreme  piquet  on  the  left,  with 
this  thick  wood  lying  between,  and  in  front.  I've 
marked  every  sentry  within  the  circle  of  a  league. 

Pie.  Parlebas!  JTentends  quelque  chose,  some- 
thing is  coming  by-and-bye !  (Looks  out.)  C'est 
lui-mtme.  (Trend:  retires  a  little,  L.  H.)  'Tis  ze 
docteur ! 

Enter  DR.  MOUCHBT,  R,  H. 

Pie.  Bon  soir,  man  maitrc.  You  are  come  well, 
Monsieur  est  Id. 

(Pierre  points  over  his  shoulder,  L.  H.) 

Doc.  Good;  I  am  all  alone;  all's  safe!  The 
Baron  may  advance. 

Tre.  Then  I  may  cry  serviteur,  Monsieur  le 
Docteur. 

Doc.  Pierre,  allez  che:  nous;  tell  Brunetthe  King 
sups  at  twelve  o'clock. 

i  Pie.  (Crosses  to  L.  H.)  Pas  avant?  peste !  I  shall 
be  Mil  wis  some  hunger  before  twelve  o'clock  ; 
diable  m'emporte. 

[Exit  L.  H. 

Doc.  All  goes  on  well,  Baron ;  the  old  dotard, 
wrapt  in  his  new  theory  on  universal  government, 
leaves  General  Gotha  in  command  of  the  army, 
and  takes  up  his  own  quarters  in  the  very  lodge  we 
reconnoitred.  He  keeps  about  his  person  only  his 
valet,  his  dogs,  Brunei,  his  cook,  Pierre,  and  your 
humble  servant.  Lo !  I  have  shorn  this  Samson 
now,  be  it  yours  to  bind  him. 

Tre.  He  is  ours !  Within  less  than  a  mile  of  the 
river,  in  the  vaults  of  the  old  castle  of  Hernstein, 
lie  some  score  devils  of  mine,  who,  once  in  saddle, 
wink  at  neither  fire,  steel,  hemp,  or  water — but 
how  safely  to  approach  the  Prussian  lines  ? 

Doc.  Tencs  /  Have  you  procured,  as  I  requested, 
the  uniform  and  horse  furniture  of  the  Royal 
Dragoons  of  Frederick's  own  guard  ? 

Tre.  Complete— from  head  to  spur  rowel,  all  is 
prepared. 

Doc.  To-morrow,  then,  make  grande  toilette.  Get 
your  savages  shaved  and  washed,  and  made  as 
Christian-like  as  possible.  Immediately  after  the 
rounds  pass  at  eight  o'clock,  boldly  approach  the 
line  of  sentries  nearest  this  point ;  I  am  turned 
•militaire,  yon  must  know,  and  have  the  honour  to 
be  aide-de-camp  to  the  King ;  I  am  to  bear  the 
password  for  the  night  to  General  Gotha;  this 
password  I  will  write  on  a  scrap  of  paper — at  the 
moment  when  I  depart  for  Count  Gotha' s  quarter, 
Pierre  shall  cross  the  river,  and  deposit  this  paper 
without  the  line  of  sentries,  at  the  old  place,  where 
yon  will  find  it.  When  you  have  once  gained  the 
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shelter  of  this  wood,  leave  your  horses  hero,  and 
with  a  dozen  or  so  of  your  babarians,  approach 
the  King's  lodge.  Pierre  will  be  ready  in  waiting 
to  conduct  you  to  the  King,  who  will  be  occupied 
with  nie,  alone,  and  in  onr  hands.  Is  all  clear  to 
you  ? 

Tre.  As  mid-day.  Your  hand,  docteur  ;  till  to- 
morrow night,  adieu.  We  play  for  a  high  stake, 
win  or  lose — a  king  for  a  ransom  ou  the  winning 
cide ;  rope,  bullet,  or  bayonet  if  the  dice  turn 
ngainst  ns — ou  revoir ! 

[Exit  Doctor,  L.  H. — Exit  Trenck,  E.  H. 

SCENE     III.  —  An    extensive    plain  —  Twilight; 

i;ipet  call— "Stable  vp  "— drums  bent  tattoo; 

Vie  Royal  Grenadiers  en  bivouac ;  guns  limbered 

ii p;  forage  carts,  &c.;    tents    and  huts  of  the 

toldicrs,  watchjlres,  Ac. 

CHORUS. 
STAFF  SEEGEANT,  with  Order  of  the  Day,  and 

JO  DEN. 

Sergeant. 

&'(;,-,  loys,  stir .'    Pot  off— fire  out.' 
That's  the  Order  of  the  Day.' 

Joden. 

U»f  why  this  hurry— why  this  rout  f 
We're  wilting  to  obey. 

The  STAFF  SERGEANT  with  Order  in  his  hand. 

Attention !  Attention  /  Attention  ! 

List !  the  "  Order"  which  iff  mention ; 
Attention,  soldiers,  pray; 

"1'is  f7ie  .King's  command, 
Signed  by  his  hand, 

"  The  Order  oftlie  Day!" 

Chorus. 

Attention  '.  Attention  '.  Attention  .'  and  obey  1 
Bass  Solo  (Joden  read?.) 

Wlien  the  sun  sinks  past  yon  tree, 

All  at  rest  must  quiet  be! 
JTot  a»iote  must  come  from,  trump  or  drum, 

Or  a  sound,  save  the  beetle's  drowsy  hum. 

Tenor  Solo. 

2fo  fi.se,  or  light,  must  be  seen  to-night, 
Save  the  stars  above,  that  shine  everbright  '. 

They  take  their  own  way,  and  will  not  obey 
The  King's  command, 

Though  signed  by  his  hand, 
Or  the  "  Order  of  the  Day!" 

(Chorus.) 

MRS.  BLITZ,  MR.  BLITZ,  SOLDIERS,  and 
WOMEN  discovered.  Joden  and  Sergeant  ad- 
ranee. 

Slit:.  Thunder  and  lightning,  Sergeant-major, 
but  this  is  sharp  practice  for  a  beginning.  No  fire 
after  sunset,  in  March,  and  we  just  out  of  our  warm 
straw  and  snug  shelter ! 

Se/g.  Sec  what  it  is,  now,  to  give  you  old  rogues 
a  taste  of  luxury  and  ease.  A  profusion  of  pea- 
straw,  and  a  warm  barn-floor,  for  two  months,  has 
been  the  min  of  you  all.  This  is  gratitude  for  the 
care  the  King  has  had  of  your  carnal  comforts. 

Jod.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Fritz  pets  old  and  timorous; 
he  can't  forget  the  loss  of  Berlin  yet,  eh  ? 


Serg.  No  ;  but  the  sooner  you  forget  it  the  better. 
A  defeat  is  not  the  thought  to  have  uppermost  at 
the  opening  of  a  campaign,  old  Joden. 

Jod.  Thunder!  You  forget,  comrade,  for  "one 
defeat,  how  many  victories  I  can  call  to  mind — 
Grlogan,  Molwitz,  Dettingen,  Friedberg,  Rosbach, 
Hertzberg!  besides  sieges  and  skirmishes  out  of 
number. 

Blitz.  Well  said,  old  Joden— bat,  mum!  here 
come  the  rounds ! 

Enter  CAPTAIN   BRANDT  ar.d  Four  Dragoons, 
2  E.  B.  H. 

Capt.  Fires  all  getting  out ;  Sergeant-major,  bo 
quick !  . 

Serg.  Y_es,  sir.  Come,  stir  there,  stir !  Out  fires ; 
quick,  quick ! 

Jod.  (Salutes  Captain.)  Not  so  much  as  alighted 
pipe  allowed  to-night,  eh,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Not  unless  you'll  run  the  risk  of  bcinsr 
shot  for  it  to-morrow,  old  comrade,  eh  ? 

Jod.  Ha,  ha !  Why  I  have  risked  a  shot  or  two 
before  now,  for  less  than  a  whiff  of  K'naster. 

Capt.  But  not  in  defiance  of  "  The  Order  of  the 
Day,"  I  fancy,  eh,  old  grumbler  ? 

Jod.  Oh,  no  ;  but  storm,  wind,  and  hail,  Captain  ; 
this  is  a  teazer.  Is  it  one  of  Fritz's  own  orders,  or 
is  it  the  General's  ? 

Capt.  The  King's  own  order.  "  Whosoever  is 
found  with  light  or  fire,  an  hour  after  sunset, 
shall,  on  conviction,  be  shot  at  the  expiration  of 
twenty-four  hours,  without  hope  of  pardon."  The 
King  is  serious,  as  you  may  guess  by  the  preamble. 
I'll  have  it  read  to  yon. 

Jod.  Oh,  no !    Thanks,  Captain,  that's  enough. 
[Captain-  Brandt  and  Dragoons  cross, 
and  exit,  L.  H. 

Jod.  No,  mercy,  eh  ?  I  know  -when  old  Pache  is 
in  earnest.  Come,  boys,  let's  drain  out  onr  rations, 
and  kennel  up  for  the  night.  Old  Fritz  will  be 
amongst  us  by-and-by,  perhaps  i  and  if  he  is,  I'll 
talk  the  matter  quietly  over  with  him.  Till  then 
we've  only  to  obey.  Harkyo,  younker— (taking  o 
canteen  from  a  recruit) — mine's  out; — all  the  same 
amongst  comrades.  "The  King!"  (Ilrinfcs.) 

All.  "  The  King !"  huzza ! 

(D,'!<m  and  trumpet.) 

CHORUS. 

SOLO.— JODTS. 

Clinic,  cliiik,  the  glass! 

One  clink,  and  good  night. 
Bran't  wine  sure  will  pass, 

Be  it  dark,  boys,  or  light. 

CHORUS  (WALTZ). 

A  dance  rearms  icell  as  a  fire : 
And  for  music  what  would  one  desire 
But  the  clink  of  the  can  while  we  drinle, 
The  clink,  clink,  clink  while  we  drink! 

DUET  AND  TENOE  SOLO.— WOMAN  AND  JODEN. 

Goodnight!  goodnight! 

And  may  morning  bring 
Health  to  our  father ! 
Our  good  old  father! 
Our  brave  old  father  I 

Our  father  and  Kir.y  ! 
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Blink,  elliJt,  clink!  dance,  dance,  and  sing! 

A  lieilth  to  our  father— our  father  and  King! 

JSlink,  clink,  clink,  Jcc.,  <fc. 

(In.  the  course  afthe  music,  the  soldiers 
and  women  dance ;  and,  as  it  finishes, 
all  waltz  off  progressively  at  various 
entrances,  B.  and  L.,  leaving  on!y  the 
sentinels  parading.) 

BSD  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  III.  • 

SCENE  I.— Interior  of  Wretched  Coffage— saddle, 
carbine,  <fc.,  hung  vp — stool  before  door — on  L.  H. 
a  truckle-bed,  boot-rack,  and  slippers — in  centre  a 
table,  with  candle,  darfc  lantern,  matches,  pistol, 
tinder-box — chair  on  E.  of  table,  stool  on  L. — quite 
da.cl:. 

MAJOR  O'DOGHERTY  discovered  seated,  with  a 
pipe. 

ifaj.  Hah,  St.  Patrick !  but  on  the  eve  of  your 
own  day  this  is  cold  comfort  for  a  countryman — an 
empty  canteen,  a  full  pipe,  and  no  fire !  I've  tried  to 
flatter  myself  into  a  belief  that  I'm  smoking  in  the 
dark,  but  find  I'm  not  so  easy  to  be  humbugged  as 
I  had  hoped,  though  it  is  dark.  If  Captain 
Gustavus's  party  was  but  reported  returned,  I'd 
pet  between  the  blankets  and  warm  myself  with 
the  thought  of  my  snug  quarter  at  Madame  Schon- 
feldt's.  Poor  Miss  Catherine !  I  was  nigh  heart- 
broke  to  look  at  her  when  I  came  off.  Don't  for- 
get, says  she.  Honour,  says  I.  What's  that  ? 
cried  old  Fritz.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  put  his  nose  on  a 
wrong  scent  for  once,  cunning  and  curious  as  he 
is.  I'm  cold ;  never  mind,  a  few  nights'  practice 
will  make  all  this  wretchedness  come  quite  natural 
again.  It's  nothing  when  one's  used  to  it. 

(Sings.) 

Tobacco  is  an  Indian  treed, 
Springs  up  in  the  morning,  cut  dotcn  at  et>e. 
Man's  life  is  such. 

Sentry.  (Without.)  Who  comes? 

ifaj.  (Continues.)  It  fades  with  a  touch ! 

Gustavu*.   (Without.)  A  friend! 

(Enters  at  D.  F.) 

ifaj.  Think  of  this  whilst  you're  smoking  o'  baccg  1 

Gus.  Is  the  Major  at  home  ? 

(looking  in  at  door  on  flat.) 

Ifaj.  At  home. 

Gus.  Is  the  Major  at  home,  I  say  ? 

ifaj.  Not  quite,  just  yet ;  it  will  be  a  long  time 
before  I'm  at  home  in  this  pig's  palace.  Gnstavus, 
my  boy,  is  that  yourself  ?  Give  us  a  feel  of  your 
fist.  Don't  tread  on  the  cat;  she's  the  only 
Christian  companion  I've  got  in  this  dog-hole  1 


What,  your  left  paw 
Not  badly,  I  hope  ? 


How's  this,  hurt  ?    Diable .' 
Was  it  a  shot  or  a  slice  ?  or 


maybe  a  poke  from  the  pike  of  some  d d  Pan- 
dour  .'  Why,  what  the  devil's  come  to  yon  ?  Can't 
yon  see  to  speak  in  the  dark  ? 

Gus.  Zounds,  Major!  give  time  for  breath.  I 
have  had  a  rencontre  with  rascally  irregulars, 
backed  by  a  troop  of  Daun's  cuirassiers,  and 

ifaj.  And  soundly  you  peppered  both  the  irregu- 


lars and  the  regulars,  I'll  be  bail.    Oh !  the  boys 
were  in  fine  fighting  order,  horse  and  man. 

Gus.  Do  attend,  Major.  Yon  must  know  I 
pushed  part  of  my  detachment  across  the  river  to 
pursue  the  enemy  in  flank.  Now,  what  I  fear  is 
that,  from  the  line  of  their  route,  they  will  return 
by  the  Chateau  Schonfeldt,  and  possibly  halt 
there. 

ifaj.  They  are  fools  if  they  don't  halt  there. 

Gus.  I  am  lost  if  they  do !  since  they  will  report 
me  killed  to  a  certainty,  my  horse  being  shot,  and 
I  down  in  our  first  burst. 

ifaj.  Pooh!  what  signifies  their  saving  you're 
dead  to-night,  when  yon  can  contradict  the  report, 
viva  voce,  in  the  morning  ? 

Gus.  We  must  not  not  leave  it  nncontradicted  so 
long,  Major;  you  remember  my  pledge  to  poor 
Catherine  ? 

ifaj.  What,  the  letter  ?    Whew ! 

Gus.  Under  any  circumstances,  I'd  keep  faith 
with  her.  But  at  present  I'd  not  risk  leaving  her 
to  the  torture  of  such  a  report  for  worlds !  I  must 
keep  my  word — coute  gui  coute — she  must  hear  from 
me  within  an  hour. 

ifaj.  Yon  ought  to  have  thought  of  this  promise 
of  yours  before  coming  into  the  camp  at  all. 

Gus.  I  know  I  ought ;  but  it  was  only  when  I 
arrived  at  the  General's  that,  finding  my  report 
received  in  darkness,  I  learnt  the  present  order  of 
the  day ;  the  devil  take  it,  I  say ! 

ifaj.  Amen,  say  I !  if  saying  so  be  not  treason. 
What  will  that  do  ?  You  can't  write  left-handed, 
you  know. 

Gus.  Meantime  you  must  be  my  amanuensis; 
come.  Major. 

ifaj.  Is  it  to  write  ?  Yon  might  as  well  ask  me 
to  light  yon  a  pipe.  I'd  as  easily  crawl  through 
the  touch-hole  of  a  carbine  as  scribble  a  billet- 
doux  in  the  dark. 

G-us.  Pho !  pho  t  my  dear  Major.  Love  is  always 
Wind,  you  know. 

ifaj.  Maybe  he  is,  bnt  I  never  heard  that  his 
clerk  was.  Besides,  consider  my  regard  for 
orthography,  I'm  no  walking  dictionary  by  day, 
and  in  the  dark  I'd  not  be  able  to  spell  peas  at 
all. 

Gus.  Well,  well,  we'll  have  a  light  then,  Major. 

ifaj.  Oh,  to  be  sure,  an  illumination  ;  but  first, 
maybe,  you'd  read  the  "  Order  of  the  Day." 

Gus.  In  the  dark,  how  the  devil  can  I  read  it  ? 
Come,  come,  dear  Major,  torture  me  no  longer; 
you  are  pledged  to  aid  me,  you  know.  Consider, 
the  health,  nay,  the  very  life  of  that  dear  girl 
depends  on  one  line  from  your  hand.  Can  yon 
refuse,  Major. 

ifoj.  Didn't  I  decide  woman  was  at  the  bottom 
of  all  mischief;  I  wash  my  hands  of  it.  I'd  not 
take  part  in  creating  the  blaze  of  a  rush-light,  not 
for  a  regiment  of  the  guards. 

Gus.  (Feels  the  pipe.)  Why,  you've  broken  the 
letter  of  the  order  already ;  you've  been  smoking 
evidently,  that  I  can  see. 

ifcj.  Can  yon  ?  Then  yon  can  see  smoke  with- 
ont  fire,  and  that's  what  they  never  see  in  Kilkenny 
with  it,  for — 

It's  there  you'd  see  fire  without  smoking 
For  a  penny  you'd  buy  fifty  eggs,  &c.,  &c 

No,  I  rejected  temptation,  though  cool  as  an  ice. 
melon,  and   having  all   the   material  left  ready 
under  my  very  nose. 
Gus.  I  don't  see  it. 
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Ma}.  How  should  yon  ?— but  yon  may  feel  it. 
Isn't  that  the  pistol  tinder-box — my  own  inven- 
tion ? 

Gus.  Well? 

Maj.  Isn't  that  a  match  ? 

Gus.  Well? 

Maj.  And  isn't  that  a  lamp  ? 

QMS.  And  you  persist  that  your  stupid  invention 
•will  ignite  tinder ! 

Maj.  Of  course  it  will,  like  lightning. 

Gus.  I  never  saw  it  succeed  once  in  twenty  times. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Maj.  I'll  hold  you  a  rouleau  it  doesn't  fail  once 
in  twenty  times.  The  devil  you  didn't. 

Gus.  Done,  for  a  rouleau. 

Jtfaj.  Done  I  (Pulls  the  trigger  and  obtains  a 
light.)  There's  one! 

Gfus.  (Lighting  the  candle.)  That's  enough.  I 
lose,  Major. 

Maj.  The  devil !  what  are  \ve  at !  Thp  sentry 
will  see  our  light  though  the  cracks  in  the  door. 

Gus.  Under  my  hat,  impossible;  you've  won, 
Major. 

Maj.  Damn  the  wager;  out  with  the  light,  I 
say. 

Gus.  Quick,  Major,  or  by  heavens  I'll  set  the 
thatch  in  a  blaze. 

Maj.  Do,  and  I'll  run  away  in  the  smoke. 
Zounds,  you're  mad.  Och,  devil  take  your  wager ; 
I'm  ruined !  Here,  here's  my  dark  lantern.  I'll 
light  that,  and  shut  it  close  ;  no  one  can  see  it,  not 
even  ourselves. 

Gus.  May  I  trust  you  ?  honour,  Major,  honour ! 

Maj.  Oh,  honour  I  put  out  that  candle. 

(They  light  the  lantern,  and  put  out  the 
candle.) 

Gus.  Thanks,  dear  O'Doghorty ;  for  myself  I 
would  not  ask  for  this  you  know,  Major,  but  poor 
little  Catherine,  you  know,  Major. 

Maj.  Och,  blarney ;  you  know,  Major,  I'll  be 
shot,  yon  know,  Major  ;  here's  the  material ;  now, 
be  quick ;  let  the  light  come  oblique ;  so,  that's 
bushels;  now  fire;  pooh,  that  is  indite.  My 
dearest,  dear  darling,  the  old  beginning,  I  sup- 
pose. 

Giis.  Pooh,  nonsense! 

Maj.  You  may  say  that;  d— d  nonsense!  Be 
quick. 

Gus.  Now,  you  will  not  be  surprised,  love. 

(Dictating.) 

Maj.  I'll  be  surprised  at  nothing,  after  my  break- 
ing an  order  of  the  day.  Well,  surprised. 

Gus.  At  my  brevity,  when  hereafter  I  inform 
you  what  a  penalty  I  incur  in  writing  it. 

Maj.  That's  true;  more  fool  I,  says  you,  in 
writing  it ;  well,  go  on. 

Gits.  But  with  you  I  will  keep  faith,  although, 
to  do  so,  I  break  the  order  of  our  father  and 
King. 

Maj.  Father  and  Kinor. 

Sentry.  (Without.)  Who  conies? 

(The  soldiers,  who  were  arranged  behind 
the  scene  on  L.  s.,now  march  across, 
not  in  sight,  but  the  sound  of  their  feet 
is  heard  distinctly. — Major  puts  his 
hat  over  the  lantern,  keeping  it  in 
front.) 

Maj.  Hark  !  Go  to  the  door,  Gustavus,  and  seo 
if  it's  the  rounds  passing.  Maybe  it's  Fritz  him- 
self taking  a  stroll  in  the  dark ;  come,  be  quick, 


my  fingers  are  so  frozen  that  curse  me  if  I  can  tell 
whether  I've  hold  of  a  pen  or  a  pitchfork. 

(During  the  speech  Gustavm  goes  to  ihe 

door,  pulls  it  open,  and  beholds  the 

KING    in    the    doorway. — Gustauiis 

starts,  and  retreats  into  the  side  door 

in  the  entrance,  R.  H.    The  Ki'iijtuni- 

ing,   loots  in  at  the  threshold,    and 

challenges  aloud  with — 

Fred.  Who  goes  there  ?  eh  ? 

Maj.  Ha,  ha!  'Pon  my  word,  that's  very  liko,  a 

good  imitation,  ha,  ha  I  but,  come,  shut  the  door 

and  be  damned  to  you,  or  this  lamp  will  burn  a 

hole  in  my  hat.     Faugh,  I'll  stink   of  oil  liko  a 

Russian  Grenadier  for  the  next  ten  days.    COUIP, 

sit  down  till  I  finish.  (Uncovers  the  lantern.) 

(Frederick  beckons  on  JODBN  and  another 

soldier,  and  having  closed  t/ie  door, 

comes  forward,  feeling  his  way  with 

his  cane.) 

Maj  Why,  what  ails  you?  you  keep  sliddoring 
about  like  a  cow  in  a  pair  of  skates — Ha,  ha,  h:i ' 
I'm  thinking  if  that  had  been  old  Fritz,  and  he'd 
taken  it  into  his  head  to  come  in  !  I  remember  tho 
very  night  after  the  battle  of  Rosbach,  I  walked 
into  my  hut,  wet  and  weary,  and  there  I  found  the 
old  king  rolled  up  in  my  best  blanket  fast  asleep, 
with  the  only  dry  shirt  I  had  in  the  world  twisted 
round  his  head  by  way  of  a  nightcap.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
that  royal  visit  was  a  majority  in  my  way ;  but 
for  all  that,  by  my  soul,  were  he  to  walk  in  now, 
my  majorty  and  life  would  not  be  worth  apurchaso 
of — how  many  hours  do  you  say  ? 

Fred.  (On  the  chair,  R.  of  table.)  Just  twenty- 
four! 

Maj.  (Starting,  and  cautiously  turning  the  light  on 
the  King's  face.)  Eh!  W— what !— the  king !  Fuir, 
O'Dogherty,  there  will  speedy  death- vacancy  iu 
the  list  of  field-officers  !  Sire,  I  know  my  offence, 
and  am  prepared  to  pay  the  penalty. 

(Rises  respectfully.) 

Fred.  Grenadiers,  advance.  Major,  you  are 
under  arrest.  Give  up  your  sword. 

Maj.  Sire !  my  sword  to 

Fred.  To  me,  to  me !  It  will  suffer  no  shame  at 
my  hands. 

Maj,  Tour  Majesty  does  me  too  much  honour. 
May  it  find  a  hand  in  which  it  may  do  you  better 
service  than  it  ever  did  in  mine. 

Fred.  Umph !  that  might  be  difficult.  But, 
bah  !  what  signifies  the  hand  being  heavy  when 
the  head  is  so  light  ?  What  trash  is  here  ? 
(Taking  the  paper  off  the  table.)  Let  ine  see. 
Grenadier,  hold  up  the  light, 

Jod.  No! 

Fred.  No?    Wherefore  no  ? 

Jod.  Against  the  order  of  the  day ! 

Fred.  True,  by  Jove !  the  guard  will  be  on  ns 
all;  blow  it  out.  (Joden  blows  out  t7ie  light.)  So, 
now  we  obey  the  "  order  of  the  day."  Is  not  that 
old  Joden  ? 

Jod.  Yes,  father,  it  is  ? 

Fred.  I  thought  so — good !  I  should  have  known 

evil  example  would  fail  to  reach  a  grenadier  of 

thirty  years,  a  true  son  of  old  Fredrick's.    Ma.ior, 

I  must  make  you  an  example  for  my  whole  guard. 

(Impressively.) 

Major.  It  will  not  be  the  first  time  you  have  done 
me  that  honour,  sire. 

Fred.  Hum!  true,  true  ;  I  jrrieve  that  it  will  be 
the  last.  You  must  die.  Major. 
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Maj.  I  ercr  held  my  life  for  your  Majesty's 
service. 

Fred.  I  could  wish  to  have  disposed  of  it  at  a 
later  period,  and  on  a  fitter  occasion.  Who  was 
with  you  when  I  entered  ?  you  had  a  companion ; 
who  was  he  ?  Eh  ? 

Maj.  A  gentleman  for  whom  I  entertain  too  high 
a  respect  to  trouble  with  much  of  my  company— 
myself,  sire. 

Fred.  Do  you  usually  converse  so  loudly  with 
yourself  ? 

Maj.  For  want  of  better  company,  sire. 

Fred,.  Hum !  You'll  not  tell  me  who  your  com- 
panion was,  then  ?  (Major  botrs.)  I'm  glad  of  it. 
(Aside.)  And  this  precious  scrawl  was,  I  suppose, 
for 

Maj.  Honour,  sire,  honour ! 

Fred.  I'm  silent.  Hum!  She  so  gentle,  in  love 
with  you  ;  I  should  not  have  thought  it  possible. 

Maj.  There's  no  accounting  for  taste  in  such 
matters,  sire. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  BRANDT  at  door  in  flat. 

(Captain  comes  down,  R.  H.) 
Fred.  Well;  what  now?  who's  there?    Speak; 
who  comes  ? 

Copt.  The  valet  of  the  French  savant  seeks  for 
you,  sire. 

Fred.  Hah !  from  Mouchet.  I'll  come  to  him. 
Captain  Brandt,  call  a  court-martial  of  my  guard 
at  head-quarters  in  the  morning ;  let  the  proofs 
against  the  criminal  be  duly  entered  and  examined ; 
he  will  die  one  hour  after  sunset.  Good  night. 

[Going. 

(Gustawus  comes  from  the  side  door,  R. 
H.,  greatly  agitated,  and  kneels  to  the 
King,  L.) 

Git*.  Oh,  sire ! 

F red.  Who's  here  ?  Hah !  Gustavus  Schonfeldt 
— eh?  a  brave  lad,  worthy  your  father.  I've 
heard  all ;  and  so  you're  wounded — eh  ? 

Gits.  Sire,  I  come,  on  my  knees,  to — 

(The  King  turns  away  from  Customs— 
Major  whispers.) 

Maj.  Consider  Catherine,  your  mother. 

Gus.  Catherine,  my  mother;  my  poor  mother! 

Fred.  (Catching  at  the  word,  and  drawing  out  his 
pocket-boofc.)  Aye  ;  true,  true,  your  mother;  Iliad 
forgot  her.  We'll  send  you  to  her  to  assure  her 
of  your  safety ;  you  have  leave  for  four  days,  and 
may  pass  the  lines  to-night;  here,  here's  the 
word. 

(Gives  a  paper,  which  he  has  written 
on.) 

Gus.  This  night,  may  I  ?— Oh,  sire,  this  is  a  gift, 
ifet,  my  friend,  I  cannot  leave  him.  Sire,  one 
word,  I 

Maj.  (Aside  to  him.)  You're  mad! 

Fred.  Not  a  word,  or  I  revoke  my  favour.  Be- 
gone to  your  home ;  there  is  one  there,  your  cousin 
Catherine,  the  affair  of  this  night,  I  fancy,  will 
need  be  broken  to  her  by  a  friendly  tongue. 

Mnj.  Poor  Catherine !     Poor  Catherine! 

Gus.  Oh,  torture !  Bnt,  sire,  permit  nie  to  pass 
to-morrow  with  my  friend.  Grant  this,  for  heaven's 
sake  ! 

.Fred.  Certainly;  I  seek  to  be  just,  severely  so, 
perhaps.  I  am  not  inhuman  enough  to  keep 
comrades  from  an  adieu.  Captain,  let  Gustavus 
see  the  prisoner  when  he  pleases  to-morrow,  after 
court-martial. 


Gits.  Thanks,  sire,  thanks;  Major,  for  a  few 
hours,  farewell ;  rely  on  me ! 

[Aside  to  Major.    Exit  at  D.  f.    King 

is  turning  from  Brandt. 
Maj.  One  favour,  sire. 
Fred.  Name  it  quickly. 
Maj.  To  be  shot  by  grenadiers  of  the  guard. 
Fred.  Granted.    Captain,  see  to  it. 
Maj.  One  other,  sire  ? 
King.  Well? 

Maj.  To  die  in  parade  order  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  certainly!  Captain,  let  the  Major's 

sword  be  restored  to  him  after  the  sentence  is 

recorded.    He  is  a  brave  soldier,  and  ought  to  die 

wearing  that  sword  he  never  drew  but  with  honour ! 

(Going.) 

Maj.  Thanks,  sire,  and  long-life! 
Fred.   Captain,  look  well  to  your  guard.    You 
can  leave  the  Major  in  his  own  quarters. 
Cajit.  Guard,  turn  out ! 

Fred.  No,  no;  yon  forget.  I  have  no  present 
command  here,  therefore  no  guard ;  no  nonsense, 
no  noise ;  quiet,  quiet,  and  good  night.  (Mafces  a 
hasty  advance  to  the  door — stops  and  raises  his  hat, 
looking  towards  Major.)  Major,  farewell ! 

[Exit,  v.  r. 

Maj.  Heaven  save  you,  sire.    May  you  live  to 
drub  every  foe  you've  got  in  the  world,  though  I'll 
not  live  to  help  you ;  for  you're  every  inch  a  sol- 
dier,  and  a  soldier's  friend. 
Capt.  Major,  can  I  by  any  means  serve  you  ? 
Maj.  No,  thank  you,  my  dear  lad  ;   only  let  my 
batman,  Blitz,  pass  in  betimes  in  the  morning  to 
call  me.that  I  may  make  a  decent  toilet,  and  get 
breakfast  before  this  last  court-martial  of  mine. 
I  always  hated  court-martials. 

Capt.  Your  servants  shall  have  free  access ;  rely 
on  it.  Major,  adieu ! 

[Gives  directions  to  sentries,  and  exits, 

with  Major's  sword,  at  D.  F. 
(Jodcn  and  the  other  soldier  pace  to  and 
fro  as  sentries. — The  Major  takes  o/ 
his  wig,  boots,  Ac.) 

Maj.  This  is  a  pretty  St.  Patrick's  Eve !  a  pretty 
wind-up  to  the  opening  of  a  campaign !  I  must  be 

writing  love-letters,  and  be    d d  to  me !   and 

second-hand,  too.— Oh,  Miss  Dalia  O'Dogherty,  'tis 
you  who  who  have  brought  me  to  this !— I  can't 
see  why  a  man  shouldn't  pass  his  last  night  snug 
and  comfortable,  as  well  as  his  first.  That  thief 
Blitz  always  forgets  how  to  make  my  bed,  though 
Mrs.  B.  knows  well  enough  howl  like  to  lie.  Poor 
soul !  I  hope  she'll  think  of  a  shamrock  for  me. 
Yaw  !  that's  cosey  ;  good  night,  old  comrade. 
Jod.  Good  night,  Major. 

(They  face  about,  and  standfast.) 
Maj.  That'll  do,  my  lads ;  walk  about,  but  tread 
light. 

(The  sentries  resume  their  walk,  and  the 
Major  composes  himself  to  rest  on  th« 
led.) 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I.— The  General's  Quarter— House,  3  E.  R.  H., 
backed  by  distant  country. 

Two  Dragoons  on  duty  at  the  door,  Grenadiers  dis- 
covered standing  at  ease,  I/.  H.,  with  JODEN, 

BLITZ,  and  SKRGEANT  in  front. 

Serg.  A  sentence  must  pass,  of  course;  but  I  say 
the  King  ought  to  pardou  him. 

Blitz.  He  ought,  or  he'll  lose  the  best  officer  of 
the  First  Regiment  of  Dragoons  of  the  Royal 
Guard.  What  sayest  thou,  Joden  ? 

Jod.  I  say  the  King  ought  not  to  pardon  him, 
though  he  is  the  best  officer  of  the  Dragoons  of 
the  Guard.  Didn't  the  Major  break  "  The  Order 
of  the  Day,"  and  that  the  very  first  issued? 

Blitz.  Hardly — as  well  as  I  can  make  out  from 
what  Mrs.  B.  says,  Mrs.  B.  says  that 

Jod.  Pooh!  Mrs.  B.  be  d 

Blitz.  Hollo,  there! 

Jod.  Didn't  "  The  Order"  forbid  the  use  of  fire 
or  light,  on  pain  of  death  ? 

Serg.  But  would  you  make  no  allowance  for  an 
officer? 

Jod.  Oh— aye — I  forgot  I  was  talking  to  an 
officer ;  ask  pardon ;  but  don't — don't  depend  too 
much  on  your  rank,  for  I  can  tell  you,  that  if  you 
break  one  of  Fritz's  orders,  in  spite  of  your  stripes, 
he'll  bore  you  as  full  of  holes  as  my  cartridge-box. 

Drum.— Enter  CAPTAIN  BRANDT,  from 
house,  R.  a. 

Blitz.  Is  he  reprieved  F 

Serg.  Is  he  pardoned  ? 

Jod.  Is  he  condemned  ? 

Copt.  He's  to  be  shot ;  and  that  by  the  senior 
Grenadiers  of  the  Gnard. 

Jod.  That's  pleasant  for  us  old  ones !  Bess,  my 
old  lass,  that  bit  o'  lead  will  be  the  hardest  mouth- 
ful ever  crammed  down  your  throttle.  However, 
it's  well  to  be  a  favourite  at  the  worst  of  times. 
It's  not  every  man  would  have  the  honour  of  his 
last  volley  from  the  muskets  of  the  Grenadiers  of 
Frederick's  own  Guard.  (Drum— one  ru/.) 

Capt.  The  court's  up.    Gnard,  fall  in. 

Serg.  Guard,  fall  in.  Order  arms!  Shoulder 
arms! 

Drum  ru/«.— Enter  GENERAL  and  two  OFFICERS, 
ond  MAJOR,  from  the  house. 

Moj.  Now,  gentlemen,  a«  revoir ;  till  when, 
Heaven  and  Saint  Patrick  be  with  you. 

(Captain  gives  sword  to  Major.) 

Gen.  Major,  your  hand.  I  will  not  offer  a  brave 
man  like  you  the  insult  of  pity.  But  in  making 
report  of  your  sentence  to  the  King,  whom  I 
shortly  expect,  will  yon  enable  me  to  offer  one 
word  to  his  Majesty  in  extenuation  of  your  fault  ? 

Maj.  To  the  King  ? — Not  one  syllable.    But  to 

fourself ,  General,  let  me  offer  the  thanks  of  a  poor 
rish  soldier,  into  whose  heart,  when  once  man  or 
woman  found  the  way,  it  never  after  consulted  his 
head,  when  the  question  was  to  do  them  a  service. 
(The    General   turns    away,    evidently 
affected — Blitz     advances    K.    H.    to 
Major,  with  his  cloafc — salutes.) 
Maj.   Ah,  Blitz !   my  old  boy,  are  yon  there  ? 
Welcome  !  ayo,  put  on  my  cloak,  though  it's  not 
very  cold,  either.    But  where  the  devil  is  Mother 
B.,  that  she  never  brought  ine  a  shamrock  to-day 
at  all? 
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Blitz.  Mrs.  B.  was  in  too  much  trouble  to-day, 
Major,  to  think  of  any  such  nonsense. 
Maj.  What's  that  ?    Is  it  nonsense  ?    The  sham- 


rock !  the  evergreen  trefoil  of  ould  Erin;  the 
prettiest,  the  most  poetical,  and  most  pious  of 
national  emblems,  nonsense !  Why,  you  heathenish 

dragoon,  there's  more  meaning  in But  there's 

no  use  expounding  that  whicli  ia  beyond  your 
limited  comprehension.  Present  my  love  to  Mr-. 
Blitz,  and  say  I'll  trouble  her  to  add  to  her  trouble 
on  my  account,  by  fretting  me  the  neatest  bunch 
of  shamrock  she  can  find.  Though  I  couldn't  live 
by  the  green,  I'll  die  by  it,  anyhow.  It  will  serve, 
in  my  last  hour,  to  recall  to  my  memory  the  land 
of  my  birth.  In  my  life  I  have  never  ceased  to  re- 
member it— I'll  not  forget  it  in  my  death  ! 

(The  Grenadiers  face  up  the  stage,  on 
theL.  H.,  and  are  Jed  by  the  Sergeant 
round  by  R.  H.,  and  across  in  front, 
going  ojTl  B.  L.  H.,  (earing  room  after 
the  first  six  for  the  Major  to  fall  in, 
the  last  six  follow  ing  him.  Blitz  follows 
also. — Exit,  guarded,  1  E.  L.  H.) 

Gen.  This  is  indeed  the  most  painful  affair  it 
ever  fell  to  my  lot  to  preside  over.  To  see  so 
brave  a  fellow,  and  so  good  a  soldier,  sacrificed  to 
the  mere  letter  of  an  order !  I  never  saw  sorrow 
so  universal  as  it  appears  to  be  for  the  Major. 

Capt.  No  man  in  the  army  has  more  friends. 
How  dreadfully  excited  yonng  Captain  Gnstavns 
appeared,  when  with  you  in  the  morning.  Did  ho 
not  insist  on  an  interview  with  Frederick  P 

G«n.  He  did,  but  I  was  too  much  his  friend  to 
permit  it.  I  put  him  on  a  wrong  scent,  by  telling 
him  the  King  was  gone  to  inspect  Prince  Henry's 
division. 

Capt.  And  thither,  I  suppose,  Gnstavus  set  off 
immediately  ? 

Gen.  On  the  spur.  But  hush,  here  comes  his 
mother  and  his  pretty  cousin.  The  report  is,  that 
the  young  lady  is  betrothed  to  the  poor  Major. 

Capt.  Oh,  impossible ! 

Gen.  I  had  it  from  the  King  himself,  who  is  not 
easily  blinded  in  love  or  war.  This  will  be  a  most 
painful  rencontre,  yet  I  cannot  shun  it. 

Enter    MADAME   SCHONFELDT   and    CATHE- 
RINE, 2  K.  B.  H. 

Oath.  Count  Gotha,  they  tell  me  you  have  the 
power,  I  know  you  have  the  heart,  to  be  merciful ; 
say,  are  there  yet  hopes  of  succeeding  with  the 
King? 

Gen.  To  appeal  to  me,  my  dear  young  friend,  in 
any  case  where  I  have  command,  is  to  succeed ; 
but  in  this,  alas,  I  am  powerless  as  yourself ;  my 
duty,  however  painful  the  task,  being  only  to 
obey. 

Mad.  Oh,  Gustavus,  my  son,  my  son !  why  did 
you  peril  yourself  by  seeking  an  interview  with 
the  King  ?  I,  at  least,  might  have  safely  wept  a 
way  to  his  heart,  whilst  one  nasty  word  from  your 
lips  may  involve  us  all  in  this  ruin. 

Gen.  Be  comforted,  Madame  Schonfeldt ;  I  have 
sent  your  son  to  seek  the  King  where  I  knew  he 
was  not  to  be  found.  I  felt  that,  in  the  temper  he 
appeared  before  me,  I  could  oifer  him  no  greater 
service. 

C'at/t.  Gustavus  will  not  then  see  the  King !  Oh, 
thanks,  thanks ;  there  is  yet  hope.  You  will  aid 
me  to  see  him,  General,  but  for  a  few  moments. 
I  will  not  long  vainly  importune  him;  I  feel  I 
shall  not,  for  my  heart  is  breaking.  (Drum.) 
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Officer.  (Without,  at  2  E.  R.  H.)  Guard, turn  out ! 
(Catherine  falls  on  her  knees.) 


The  King- ! 


Cat/i.  Thauk  Heaven!  then  I  shall  be  permitted 
to  plead  for  him.    I  will  not  rise  before  he  hears 


me. 
G 

seek 

moments. 
Brandt! 


•en.    If  you  would  not  destroy  the  hope  you 
x    to    cherish,    be    advised,    retire    for  a  few 
Pray     re  tire  j    this    way.      Captain 

(WTmpers  to  Brandt,  who  retires  up 
with  the  ladies.— Two  ru/s  and  a  long 
roll  of  drum.) 

Entv  FREDERICK,  2  E.  B.   H.,  followed  by  DR. 
MOUCHET. 

Fred.  So,  General,  good  morning.  Any  intelli- 
gence ?  All  continue  well  with  Prince  Henry  ? 

Gen.  I  have  some  reports  from  the  Prince  to  lay 
before  your  Majesty,  if  yon  will  please  to  enter 
the  house. 

Fred.  (Going.)  Oh !  Captain  Brandt,  let  me  see 

one  or  two   of    the   most    intelligent   of   those 

prisoners  young  Schoufeldt  brought  in  last  night. 

[Ea,-it  Brandt,  L.  H. 

By  the  way,  General,  is  that  affair  of  Major 
O'Dogherty,  of  my  guard,  over?  urn ! 

Gen.  It  is,  sire. 

Fred.  Well  ?     He 

Gen.  He  will  die,  one  hour  after  sunset. 

Fred.  Oh  !    Anything  to  say  from  P 

Gen.  Not  one  word,  sire.  He  declined  my  offer 
to  communicate  his  wishes  to  you. 

Fred.  He  did  right ;  he  would  only  uselessly 
have  pained  my  feelings.  He  knew  this,  and  spared 
me.  He's  a  brave  soldier. 

(jen.  Not  a  braver  in  the  guard,  sire. 

Fred.  Sot  one!  You  returned  him  his  sword, 
after  sentence  ?  Good.  Let  him  die  with  it  by 
his  side,  as  he  wishes.  Mais  allows,  docteur.  An 
rcvoir,  Count.  (As  he  turns  he  sees  Madame  Schon- 
feldl,  kneeling.)  What's  here,  eh?  Madame 
Schoufeldt  I  your  humble  servant.  Pray,  rise ! 
What  is  all  this  ?  Rise,  madarne,  and  soberly  tell 
me  what  you  desire  of  me.  . 

Mad.  Pardon,  sire;  pardon  for  the  excellent 
Major  ! 

Fred.  Madame  Schonfeldt,  you  are  a  worthy 
and  an  excellent  housewife.  I  know  it,  for  I 
witnessed  and  benefitted  by  your  management  for 
three  months,  during  which  time  I  never  inter- 
fared  with  any  one  of  your  domestic  arrangements ; 
did  I  •( 

Mad.  Sire,  grant  my  request,  I  am  overpaid. 

Fred.  Overpaid  !  I  think  so,  with  a  vengeance  ! 
if  you,  because  you  fed  me  for  three  months, 
expect  to  overturn  the  discipline  of  my  whole 
army.  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  take  the  command.' 
I  wish  you  Mould,  and  let  me  desert,  or  run  away, 


for  I  grow  weary  of  it. 

tfaS.    Heavenly  mercy, 
brightest  prerogatives ! 


sire,    is    one    of    your 


Fred.  Even  .justice,  madam,  is  the  prerogative  of 
my  people  .    I  dare  not  usurp  it  to  gratify  my  own 


Mad.  In  the  sacred  cause  of  mercy,  you  will 
incur  no  blame  from  your  people ;  your  own  heart, 
sire,  will  answer  that. 

Vred.  I  have  ceased  to  consult  my  heart,  or  I 
should  ill  do  my  duty.  I  have  no  feelings  of  my 
o «;«,  where  my  people's  welfare,  or  the  safety  of 
their  country,  is  a  party.  If  I  continue  to  shut 
my  eyes  oil  every  breach  of  discipline,  what 


follows  ?— my  army  becomes  ineffective,  is  beaten, 
sinks  in  spirit,  continues  to  suffer  reverses, 
degenerates  into  a  disheartened  mob  ;  all  Prussia, 
as  well  as  my  capital,  is  overrun  by  my  enemies ; 
Russian,  French,  Austrian,  Cossack,  and  Pandour, 
carry  murder  and  violation  into  the  bosoms  of  our 
homes,  till  the  land  is  left  a  desert.  In  this  ruin 
you  would  suffer,  it  is  true  ;  but  no  curses  would 
ring  in  your  dying  ears,  or  self -born  reproaches 
burn  within,  worse  than  the  enemy's  fire,  and 
more  enduring;  reminding  you,  that  had  your 
heart  been  consulted  less,  and  the  great  ends  of 
justice  more,  strangers  would  not  be  making 
desert  the  inheritence  of  your  children !  Go,  go  ; 
return  home,  madame;  1  honour  your  feelings,— 
learn  to  respect  and  spare  mine.  Not  another 
word! 

(Turning  away,  encounters  Catherine, 
kneeling ;  her  hands  clasped,  tier  eyes 
uplifted,  in  mute  despair.  Frederick 
looks  at  her  for  a  moment.) 

Mais,  mon  cher  docteur,  guelle  horreur !  This  utterly 
passes  my  philosophy  ! 

Enter  CAPTAIN  BRANDT,  L.  H. 

Fred.  Captain,  direct  the  sentries  to  suffer  no 
one  to  enter  this  house.  Clear  the  court,  even  ! 

(Affecting  great  severity.) 

[General,  doctor,  and  officers  exeunt,  R.  H. 

Jred.  (Whispers  to  Brandt.)    Let  the  girl  follow 

me,  quickly  and  silently.     Not  a  word!   not   a 

word! 

[Exit  in  house,  hastily. 
Cath.  O  sire,  hear  me !     0  cruel,  cruel ! 
Copt.  (To  Catherine.)    Follow  the  King,  quickly. 
Hush! 
Cath.  Ah ! 

(Captain  turns  to  the  sentries — Cathe- 
rine rushes  into  the  house— MECHI 
enter*,  1  E.  R.  H.) 

Capt.  (To  sentries.)  Observe !  Suffer  no  one  to 
enter  the  General's  quarters  during  his  Majesty's 
stay.  Ladies,  I  must  request  yon  will  retire. 

Mech.  O  madame,  I've  just  seen  Captain 
Gustavus  ride  into  the  camp.  Such  a  fright, 
covered  with  dirt,  and  pale  as  a  ghost ! 

Mod.  We  must  meet,  and  prevent  his  coming 
here;  it  would  destroy  all  hope.  Heaven  touch 
the  heart  of  the  King  with  mercy.  . 

[Madame  and  Ifechi  exeunt  R.  H. 

SCENE  II. — Ante-room  in  the  General's 
Quarters,  1  a. 

Enter  FREDERICK,  R.  H.,  followed  by  CATHE- 
RINE. 

Fred.  Pooh,  pooh  !  hold  your  silly  tongue,  girl ; 
why  the  plague  should  you  die  ?  I  don't  require 
that. 

Cath.  Ah,  sire,  if  the  Major  dies,  Gnstavus  will 
not  live,  and  his  death  would  break  both  his  poor 
mother's  and  my  heart. 

Fred.  His  death!  Whose  death  ?  I  thought  it 
was  the  Major  you  were  pleading  for.  What  the 
devil  has  his  death  to  do  with  Gustavus  Schon- 
feldt ? 

Cath.  No,  sire,  nothing ;  only  I,  I 

Fred.  Hum!  I  begin  to  see  further  into  this 
affair.  I  suspect— (^Iside).  Come  near ;  was  this 
nonsense  designed  for  you  ? 

(Shouis  th«  paper.) 

CaiJi.  It  was,  tire. 


ST.    PATRICK'S    EVE. 


Fred.  Then  O'Dojrherty  loves  you?  (she  bows), 
and  you  love  him  evidently  ? 

Cafh.  I  do  indeed— kindest,  bravest,  best  of 
men ! 

>Vc<! .  Yon  know  how  much  I  am  interested  in 
the  welfare  of  every  member  of  Madame  Schon- 
feldt's  family;  if  now  I  were  to  wink  at  the 
Major's  escape,  on  certain  terms 

Cath.  Oh,  sire,  name ;  and  if  we,  if  I 

Fred.  You  shall  make  him  your  husband.  I  will 
banish  him  iny  service  and  the  Prussian  States. 
You  will  accompany  him,  and  be  answerable  that 
he  never  returns ;  do  you  agree  ?  You  hesitate  ! 

Cath.  (Kneels.)  Pardon,  sire!  I  see  you  know 
all,  and  vain  is  the  attempt  to  blind  you.  It  was 
for  his  friend  Gustavus  the  Major  wrote  those 
lines,  the  former  being  unable  to  keep  a  promise  I 
had  forced  him  to  make  me  at  parti  a  . 

Fred.  More  fools  they  to  break  through  the  first 
order  of  the  campaign,  and  peril  their  own  lives  to 
dry  the  selfish  tears  of  a  love-sick  girl !  And  YOU 
too,  you  ought  to  have  known  better;  how  dare 
you  fall  in  love  with  one  of  my  guards  without  my 
leave?  You  rnnst  tell  Gustavus  that  if  he  makes 
known  his  share  of  this  affair,  he  must  look  to  be 
included  in  the  Major's  sentence. 

(Cath.  rises.) 

Cath.  He  will  nevertheless  make  all  known,  sire, 
be  assured,  the  moment  he  returns. 

Fred.  Returns !     Where  is  he  gone,  then  ? 

Cath.  To  Prince  Henry's  camp,  sire.  Finding 
him  resolute  to  see  you,  I,  dreading  the  conse- 
quences, wrote  to  the  General  so  to  mislead  him, 
which  he  kindly  did. 

Frfd.  Ha,  ha!  why,  you're  a  cunning  wench, 
egad !  and  if  Gustavus  weds,  he  must  look  to  you. 
But  that's  not  my  affair;  follow  me  into  the 
General's  room  ;  there  we  can  quietly  consult  some 
plan  for  this  silly  fellow's  escape.  But  1  must  not 
appear,  mind.  I'll  do  what  I  can  to  help ;  but  if 
your  own  wits  do  not  accomplish  the  rest,  why 
shot  he  must  be.  Come,  come. 

Cath.  The  world  calls  you  severe,  sire ;  but,  oh, 
how  little  does  it  know  you  heart. 

Fred.  Pish !  you're  a  silly  child ;  the  world  is 
right,  and  calls  me  truly.  The  King  is  severe, 
terribly  severe,  and  who  shall  blame  the  King.  The 
world  has  no  notion  of  the  dangers  which  menace 
the  State;  he  knows  them,  but  conceals  them. 
When  a  poor  old  mau  like  your  King  has  to  con- 
tend, single-handed,  with  five  enemies,  each  more 
powerful  than  himself,  the  moral  superiority  of 
his  arms  must  be  maintained.  It  is  to  the  force  of 
that  opinion  he  owes  his  safety ;  it  is  the  true 
foundation  of  his  throne.  That  moral  superiority 
he  has  maintained  in  defeat  and  victory  ;  and 
whilst  he  lives,  ho  will  maintain  it.  It  promises 
to  him  present  security ;  it  ensures  to  him  ultimate 
triumph  over  his  enemies,  with  the  respect  and 
love  of  his  people. 

[Exit  L.  H. 

SCENE  III.— Interior  of  the  Major's  Hut,  as  before 
— candle  lighted  —  bed  removed  • —  Major's  cloak 
spread  over  the  arm-chair  on  E.  of  table. 

MAJOR  discovered  smoking. 
Jfaj.  (Sings.) 

Tobacco  is  an  Indian  weed,  tec. 

There's  a  deal  of    morality  in  that  little  song; 
though,  often  as   I've  sung  it,  it  never  struck  me 


till  now.  To  be  sure,  I  don't  remember  ever 
before  giving  my  mind  to  serious  thinking  on  my 
latter  end.  Not  but  I've  often  had  a  smart  tap  on 
the  door  from  the  same  leaden  messengers;  but 
then  they  always  come  nnlooked-for,  and  in  hot 
blood,  there's  the  difference.  I  wish  old  Fritz  had 
sentenced  me  to  be  killed  in  the  next  action  ;  I'd 
have  engaged  to  manage  it  by  hook  or  by  crook ! 
It  would  have  been  all  the  same  to  him,  and  much 
more  agreeable  to  me 

Enter  BLITZ  at  D.r. 

than  being  paraded  out  in  the  cold  night,  and 
stuck  up  mnnichance,  like  a  stuffed  yager,  to  be 
popped  at. 

(Sings.;    Think  of  this,  Ac.       (Blitz  salutes.) 

Well,  Blitz,  is  it  almost  sundown  ? 

Blitz.  I  don't  know,  Major.  I  haven't  scon  the 
sun  to-day.  I  wish  we'd  a  Lapland  winter,  and 
he'd  not  set  for  six  months ;  that  would  puzzle 
them.  Please,  Major,  here's  Mrs.  Blitz  outside, 
wants  to  see  you. 

ATaj.  Ah,  ha !  better  late  than  never ;  tell  her  to 
come  in ;  but  mind,  I'll  countermarch  her  in  one 
moment  if  she  blubbers.  Say  so,  Blitz ;  I  know 
she's  a  tender-hearted  fool,  and  we  must  bully  her. 

(Sings.)     "  Think  of  this,"  Ac. 
Enter  MRS.  BLITZ,  D.  P. 

(Mrs.  Blitz  brings  with  her  a  small 
bunch o/sha)nrocfc — comes  down,  B.  H., 
striving  to  hide  her  sorrow  from  the 
Major's  observation.) 

Mrs.  B.  Servant,  Major. 

Maj.  Morrow,  Mrs.  B. ;  do  you  trot  here  in 
the  cool  of  the  evening  to  bid  me  a  good  morning, 
and  this  the  17th  of  March,  of  all  days  in  the  365  ? 
Aren't  you  ashamed  of  this  neglect,  after  all  the 
little  attentions  I've  paid  you  for  these  twelve 
years  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Ah,  Major!  the  colour  of  this  day  is 
sadly  changed. 

.Maj.  To  be  sure,  things  will  change  colour ; 
you're  not  quite  so  rosy  as  the  day  you  coax'd  me 
to  take  this  scrub  of  yours  for  my  batman. 

Mrs.  B.  What  will  become  of  us  now,  Major? 
I've  often  told  Blitz  he  did  not  know  half  the  kind 
things  you  did  for  him. 

Maj.  Ah,  well !  never  mind  now,  Mrs.  B.  It's 
too  late  to  upbraid  him  with  his  obligations; 
he's  au  honest  old  fellow,  and  I'll  forgive  him  all 
he  owes  me. 

Blitz.  Heaven  bless  your  honour ! 

Maj.  Well,  you  got  the  bunch  of  shamrock  for 
me  at  last,  I  see;  and  why  didn't  you  bring  it  to 
me  in  the  morning,  and  not  let  me  go  to  parade 
half -dressed '(  I  felt  like  an  ensign  who  had  lost 
his  colours,  through  your  forgetfnlness. 

Mrs.  B.  It's  the  last  time  I'll  ever  forget  it, 
Major. 

.Maj.  Thank  you,  that's  a  comfort  anyway. 
Give  it  here  to  mo ;  let  mo  look  upon  it  for  the 
last  time.  Why,  Mrs.  Blitz,  how's  this  ?  It's 
wet !  Pho  !  nonsense  !  It  would  have  kept  green 
for  my  time  without  being  watered,  you  silly 
woman ! 

Mrs.  B.  I  didn't  know,  I'm  sure,  Major;  if  it's 
wetted,  it's  with  my  tears — I'm  sure  they  fell  like 
rain  all  the  time  I  was  picking  it. 

Jfaj.  Och,  fie,  fie,  Mrs.  B. ;  tears  from  the  wife 
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»f    an   old  drapeon   of   tlie    guard!     You    ought 
to  be  ashamed  to  own  it— there,  dry  your  eyes. 

Mrs.  B.  It's  no  use  drying  them,  Major. 

Maj.  Then  take  them  away  out  o'  this :  you're  a 
foolish  old  woman,  Mrs.  Blitz. 

Blitz.  She  can't  help  it,  sir. 

Maj.  And  you're  another,  making  a  watering- 
pot  of  that  empty  head  at  your  time  of  life.  To 
see  a  fellow  blubbering  like  a  sucking  crocodile, 
and  every  bristle  on  his  lip  as  grey  as  a  super- 
annuated badger.  There,  now,  good-bye,  Mrs. 
B. ;  be  off  with  you  both,  and  dou't  teaze  me. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  Major,  oh !  I  shall  never  be  worth 
soap  for  a  day's  washing  again.  I'm  quite  broken 
— quite  wrung  up. 

Maj.  I  wish  you  were  wrung  dry.  Here,  Blitz, 
take  this ;  I  owe  you  something.  (Offers  purse.) 

Blitz.  No,  you  don't,  Major. 

Muj.  Do  as  I  bid  you,  Blitz. 

Mrs.  B.  Let  him  touch  it,  if  he  dare ! 

Maj.  Mind  your  soapsuris,  Mrs.  B.  Take  hold 
of  it,  you  old  ass ;  don't  I  always  give  my  stable  a 
treat  on  St.  Patrick's  day. 

Blitz.  They'll  have  treat  enough  for  this  day.  I 
beg  pardon,  Major,  for  disobeying  orders ;  but  if 
I  finger  one  penny  of  that,  may  I  be  damn'd  ! 

(Goes  up.) 

Maj.  TJm  !  heaven  knows,  it's  no  great  matter  in 
it.  Well,  I'll  put  it  in  my  pocket  till  by-and-by ; 
and  if  the  grenadiers  do  their  business  in  a  soldier- 
like way,  and  shoot  me  dead  at  the  first  fire,  I'll 
make  them  a  posthumous  present  of  it,  to  drink 
my  health  after. 

.Blitz.  (At  door.)  I  see  Captain  Gustavus  and 
Mies  Catherine  coming  this  way,  Major. 

Maj.  The  devil  you  do !  Now  comes  the  worst 
part  of  this  day's  drill.  Well,  be  off  with  ye  both ; 
and  Blitz,  bid  my  groom  have  Gray  Munster  at  the 
door  in  field-day  order — I'd  like  that  poor  horse  to 
see  the  last  of  me.  Heaven  be  with  you,  my  dear 
Mrs.  B. — good-bye ! 

(Kisses  her  affectionately.  Mrs.  Blitz 
raises  her  hands  to  the  sides  of  the 
Major's  head,  and  kisses  his  cheeks  on 
both  sides.) 

Mrs.   B.,   Mrs.   B.,   for   shame— here's  company 
coming. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  Major,  that  I  should  live  to  see 
this! 

[Eaeunt  BKtz  and  Mrs.  Blitz  at  door,  r. 

Maj.  (P  s  tuning  his  s»at  and  pipe.)  Good  old  girl ! 
It's  well  for  a  poor  exiled  soldier,  far  from  country, 
kith,  or  kin,  to  feel  that  at  least  one  honest  Christian 
tear  will  bedew  his  stranger  grave.  Och,  when  one's 
in  real  heart-grief  and  sorrow,  there's  no  man  like 
a  woman— when  she's  sincere— and  I'll  answer  for 
Mrs.  B.,  though  I  wouldn't  for  Miss  Dalia 
O'Dogherty. 

Enter  GUSTAVUS,  MAD.  SCHONFELDT,  and 
CATHERINE,  at  door. 

(Catherine  irears  a  large  cloafc,  hat,  and 
veil.  Gustavus  rushes  down  to  Major. 
Catherine  carefully  closes  the  door, 
and  advances  with  Mad.  Schonjeldt, 
B.  H.) 

Gus.  Pardon  me,  my  friend,  for  not  sooner  seeing 
you :  but  though  so  long  absent,  I  have  not,  be- 
lieve me,  been  idle. 

Maj.  Your  hand,  my  dear  lad ; — not  another 
•word  about  it.  Mum !  Ah,  pretty  one !  you  here, 
too,  in  this  black  evening.  This  is  kind.  Madam, 


your  most  devoted.  I  can  just  ask  yon  to  sit 
down,  ladies  ;  but,  faith, if  you  two  had  been  three, 
we  must  have  made  one  of  my  seats  carry  double. 

Cath.  Dear  Major,  this  is  no  time  to  express  all 
that  I  feel  I  owe  te  you,  when  I  am  about  to  pray 
for  one  added  favour  at  your  hands. 

Maj.  Never  doubt  me.  Miss  Catherine ;  I'm  yours 
for  the  remnant  of  my  life— I've  no  duty  to  perform 
—I  can  dispose  of  both  myself  and  my  time  as  I 
choose— that  is,  provided  always  you  limit  my  ser- 
vices within  these  four  walls. 

Cath.  The  service  I  require  will  remove  you  from 
their  hated  limits,  I  trust  happily,  and  for  ever. 

Maj.  Oh— hum!    Well,  Miss  Catherine — as  how? 

Gus.  Look  not  so  frowningly,  O'Dogherty. 
Briefly,  a  plan  is  arranged  for  your  escape — you 
.nust  embrace  it. 

Mad.  Be  not  so  hasty,  my  son ;  he  will,  when — 

Maj.  Never !  Gustavus — Madame — I  have  risk'd 
something  to  secure  your  regard ;  and  were  my  life 
now  at  my  own  disposal,  it  should  be  again  at  yours. 
But  this  is  a  personal  point  of  honour,  and  to  no 
man,  or  woman,  will  I  yield  it.  I  never  yet  flinched 
from  death  in  the  performance  of  my  duty ; — I  will 
not  now  fly  to  avoid  the  penalty  incurred  by  my 
neglect  of  it.  No,  my  friends — ask  it  not ;  I  am  a 
resolved  man ! 

Gus.  This  brave,  this  honourable  example  shall 
not  be  lost  upon  your  friend.  Major — yes,  we  will 

live  or  die  together ;  and  this  moment  I 

(Going.) 

Cat.  (Crosses  to  him.)  Oh,  Gustavus ! 

(Detaining  him.) 

Gus.  Yes,  by  my  soul,  I  swear,  we  this  night, 

comrade,  march  in  company,  be  it  for  life  or  death  I 

(Throics  himselj  on  the  seat  L.  of  table.) 

Cath.  (Approaching  the  Major,  who  is  evidently 
much  moved.)  For  life  be  it,  then.  Oh,  for  life — for 
life!  (Hysterically.) 

Mad.  Oh,  Major !  could  you  kill  at  one  blow  the 
friend  who  loves  you,  the  mother  who  implores 
yon,  and  the  young  wife  who  supplicates  you  to 
preserve  to  her  the  chosen  of  her  heart ! 

Maj.  The  what  ? — the  wife !  Are  you,  then,  the 

wife  of Pho !  I  mean,  has  little  Catherine 

here  stolen  a  march  on  old  Fritz  ?  Faith,  it's  well 
he  doesn't  know  it ;  he'd  hang  you  all. 

Cath.  Ah,  no ! — less  cruel  than  you,  Major.  Our 
King  already  knows  all  our  fault,  and  pardons  it. 

Maj.  Huzza  !  By  my  soul  he  got  out  of  bed  on 
the  right  side  to-day  any  way  !  Then  leave  me  to 
die  quietly,  and  there's  an  end. 

Cath.  Nay,  more  ;  from  him  emanated  this  plan 
for  your  escape,  Major. 

Maj.  From  the  King !  Oh  !  blarney !  But  how 
am  I  to  pass  the  guard  outside,  unless  they  promise 
to  fall  asleep  ?  And  next,  how  get  through  the 
lines  without  the  countersign  for  the  night  ? 

Gus.  You  forget ;  I  have  already  the  word  for 
the  day,  and,  with  speed,  we  yet  may  have  time  to 
pass  the  lines  before  it  is  changed.  Decide,  Major, 
to  obey  the  King's  merciful  suggestion,  and  fly 
with  me,  or  I  confess  my  share  in  this  breach  of 
discipline,  and  die  with  you ! 

Cath.  Consent,  dear  Major ;  accept  the  King's 
mercy,  and  no  day  shall  pass  without  blessings 
rising  to  heaven  for  your  welfare. 

Maj.  Why,  my  dears,  if  you're  not  deceiving  me, 
and  if  the  King  really  did  desire  that  I  should 
escape  his  sentence 

Cat/..  By  all  my  hopes  of  present  life  and  happi- 
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nese,  I  have  told  you  the  truth  1  He  suggested  this 
and  his  order  gain'd  us  admittance  here. 

ifoj.  Any  way— there's  no  disputing  with  such 
eyes  as  yours,  my  dear !  Oh,  woman,  woman  1 
you've  always  deluded  me !— But,  first  and  fore- 
most, let  me  know  how  I'll  pass  the  guard  outside. 
Cath.  Hero— wearing  my  pelisse— wearing  my 
shawl  and  hat,  my  veil— all  has  been  concerted. 

(Catherine  goes  to  the  chair  R.  of  tab!?, 
on  which  the  Major's  military  cloak  w 
spread,  draws  it  quickly  over  her,  and 
puts  on  his  hat,  which  lies  on  the 
table.) 
Maj.  And  a  pretty  concert  we'll  make  of  it ;  and 

you 

Cath.  Behold!  I'm  prepared. 
Mai.   For  all— up  to  the  "  Present,"  you'd  not 
wait  for  "  Fire,"  I  suspect. 
Mad.  Major,  Major,  you  must  argue  no  longer. 
Maj.   Do  not  think   I'll  leave  this  creature  t 
stand  in  my  boots  at  such  a  monieut.    If  I  do,  I'll 
be (Muffled  drum,  beats.) 

CAPT.  BRANDT  enters  at  D.  F.,  down  L.  H.  As 
he  opens  door,  Madame  Schonfeldt  and  Gustavus 
stand  between  him  and  the  Major,  in  front. 

Capt.  Major,  we  are  about  to  parade  the  guard. 
Have  you  any  commands  first  ? 

(Addressing  Catlurine,  who  nods  in  reply.) 

<3us.  Captain  Brandt— by  your  favour,  in  one 
minute  more  we  take  our  leave. 

Capt.  Pray  command  me  to  the  utmost  limit  of 
my  orders. 

[Bows,  and  exits  at  D.  F. 

GUS.  Now,  Major,  decide  to  act  with  me  in  this 
attempt  at  safety,  or  I'll  call  back  Brandt,  and 
confess  to  him  our  true  situation. 

Maj.  And  a  pretty  situation  it  is,  and  be  d d 

to  it.  I,  whoSre  been  shot  at  all  my  life,  like  a 
man,  to  turn  woman  at  last.  Then,  leaving  her  to 
personate  me,  is  little  better  than  downright 
suicide.  However,  here  I  am  at  your  disposal— do 
what  you  will  with  me,  ladies. 

(They  dress  him  while  they  sjieaJc.) 

Cath.  My  blessing  attend  you,  dear  Major.  Now 
stoop  low,  and  lean  on  your  supporters.  So— so- 
on my  mother. 

Maj.  With  all  my  heart ;  but,  being  a  young  lady, 
I'd  naturally  choose  the  other  sex  for  a  leaning- 
post.  So,  Gnstavus,  by  your  leave  I  think  yon 
might  be  more  attentive,  considering  my  sex  and 
situation.  Miud,  jewel,  show  them  what  you  are 
before  you're  shot.  (Catherine  sits  in  the  chair.) 

Enter  BLITZ  at  D.  T.,  down,  L.  H. 

Blitz.  Munster's  ready  at  the  door,  Major. 
(Catherine  nods.)  They're  now  telling  off  the 
party. 

Mad.  Heavens !  we  are  too  late ! 

Blitz.  If  you  wait  a  moment  longer,  rnadame, 
there'll  be  better  light;  they're  going  to  fire  a 
couple  of  large  torches  outside  there. 

Maj.  The  devil  they  are ! 

[Major,   sustained    by    (Jitstavus    and 
Madame,  hurry  nft 'at  door,  p. 

Blitz.  Mrs.  B.  has  sent  your  best  white  handker- 
chief, Major;  it's  nice  and  clean,  and  she  said 
you'd  like  it  better  than  a  rough  sash  about  your 

— your (Wiping  his  eyes. — Catherine  nods  and 

lakes  it.)  Poor  master !  he's  silent — a  little  cast 
down  at  the  last  moment.  I'll  lay  a  year's  pay, 
quiet  as  he  sits  there,  he'll  die  a  man  for  all !  Poor 
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Mrs.  B. !  how  she'll  miss  him.  He  htul  but  one 
fault  in  her  eyes— she  used  to  say  ho  was  such 
a  devil  amongst  the  women-folk — and  I  re- 
member  

Cath.  Hem!  (Cough*.) 

Blitz.  Did  you  call,  Major  ?    Oh !  praying,  per- 
haps. 

(Mujlrd  drum  beats—"  Dead  Kirch  " 
played  behind  scenes — Tico  Pioneers 
en fer—  muffled  bJacfc-cased  drum*— 
Twelve  Grenadiers,  with  arms  reversed, 
enter  at  door,  and  range  on  L.  H., 
followed  by  CAPTAIN  BRANDT— 
Catherine  fails  gradually  on  her 
knees.) 
Capt.  Rise,  Major—  let  me  assist  to  raise  you. 


(Goes  over.)    Ha!  he  droops-he  faints ! 

Blitz.  Faint!  if  he  does  I'll  be  d d! 

the  lights  here. 


Bring 


(Catherine  screams  and  falls  senseless, 
discovering  herself  by  her  hat  falling 
off— at  the  same  time  Blitz  looks  be- 
wildered a  moment,  then  bursts  out 
into  grotesque  joy,  sings,  dances, 
<tc.— Door  opens,  and  MADAME 
SCHONFELDT  enters  —  Catherine 
rushes  to  her.) 

Cath.  They  are  away,  then  he  is  safe— safe  1 

Blitz.  (Sit.gs.) 

Quarters  too  hot,/ol  de  lol  lol .' 
Off  like  a.  shot,  /of  de  rol  lol  la  / 

GENERAL  GOTHA  enters,  speaking. 
Gen.  Captain  Brandt,  is  the  Major  ready  ? 

Blitz.  (Saluting.)  Not  yet.  General.  The  Major 
was  never  too  late  for  parade  before — first  offence 
— hope  you'll  excuse  it,  tol  de  rol ! 

(ien.  What !  an  escape,  Captain  ?  Not  a  word 
icre.  Ladies,  your  motives  for  this  daring  step 
will,  I  hope,  cxcu.-c  you  to  tlio  Eiug,  boforo  whom 
[  must  now  conduct  you.  Captain,  follow  with 
your  guard  to  the  old  lodge  west  of  the  wood,  on 
;he  left  of  our  lines,  there  we  shall  find  the  King. 
Now,  ladies,  with  your  leave. 

(General  and  ladies  retire  up.) 
Capt.  Mote,  forward,  men— quick  march.    Slope 
arms ! 

[Grenadiers  move  round  in  front,  and 
through  door,  sloping  .arms  as  they 
near  it. 

B'ifz.  Oh,  ho! — (-eats  himself) — how  my  sides 
ache !  and  my  mouth's  as  dry  as  if  I'd  been  chew- 
"ng  cartridge-ends  for  half  a  day.  What  an  escape ! 
,S««t  bottle.)  Ah,  how  providential ! — (fills) — and 

;he  ladies  to  do  it — long  life  to  them  !  What  news 
"or  Mrs.  B. !  he,  he !  1  must  quiz  her  a  little. 

.'Colls.)  Mrs.  Blitz!  (Drinks.)  Mrs.  B.  was 
right ;  she  always  said  he  was  a  devil  among  the 
and  I  daresay  she  knew  pretty  well  how 

;hings  went.      Poor  soul !  she'll  be  mad  with  joy. 

Mrs.  B. ! — (drin/.'s) — well,  it's  strange,  I  found  grief 
pretty  spongy  sort  of  a  feeling ;  but.  'pon  my 

lonour,  I  thiuk  joy's  worse;  it's  a  perfect  sand- 
bag. (Bawls.)  Mrs.  Blitz,  come  out,  I've  good 
news  of  the  Major !  That'll  bring  her  out  of  the 
dark.  (Seats  himself  again,  R.  H.,  drinking — MRS. 

BLITZ  sfowly  entering,  R.  H.  D.,  during  the  follow- 
ing.) I'll  pretend  to  be  fuddled.  Poor  soul!  if 
she  take's  on  so  much  for  the  Major,  what  would 
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she  do  if  anything  were  to  happen  to  me  ?      Oh 
mum  !  here  she  is.    Sit  down,  my  dear. 

(Affects  to  be  tipsy.) 

Mrs.  B.  Whv,  I  can't  believe   my  eyes!       Oh 
the  old  sot !    What's  your  good  news  of  the  Major  ? 
B'itz.  Why,  it's  all  over,  my  dear— take  a  drop. 
Mrs.  B.  All  over— I  can't  drink  it — all  over  1 
Blitz.  Yes,  he's  off  I      (Drinks.)     Here's  a  plea- 
sant journey  to  him — I  mnst  drink  that,  heigho  ! 

Mrs.  B.  The  wretch !  (Aside.)  Give  me  a  glass 
Blitz. 

Blitz.  Yon  know,  my  love,  you  can't  drink  it. 
Mrs.  B.  Never  mind,  fill  me  a  glass,  I  say. 
Alitz.  There's  a  bumper!  now,  what  will  you  do 
with  it,  eh  ?    He,  he,  he ! 

Mrs.  B.  Wash  your  ugly  face  with  itl— (flings  it 
in  his  face) — yon  hypocrite !  you  ungrateful,  unfeel- 
ing old  monster — that  I  should  live  to  see  this  ! 
(Seats  hers*!/,   crying   bitterly — Blitz   laughs,   and, 
rising,  approaches  her.)      Don't  come  near  me,  or 
I'll  tear  your  eyes  out ! 
Blitz.  Well,  now,  my  poor,  dear  wife ! 
Mrs.  B.  Don't  dear  icije  me !  I'm  no  dear  wife  of 
yours,  you  brute,  you ! 

Blitz.  Oh,  fie,  Mrs.  B,,  don't  say  that,  consider 
my  character,  if  you've  no  regard  for  your  own; 
don't  be  angry  with  me,  for  sorrow  onght  to  be 
drown'd. 

Mrs.  B.  Yon  onght  to  be  hanged.  What  would 
you  say  to  me  if  you'd  found  me  drank  here  on  the 
very  day  a  good,  kind  master  of  twelve  years  died 
a  cruel  death  ? 

Blitz .  I  should  say  yon  were  a  thirsty,  ungrateful, 
middle-aged  matron.  And  what  would  you  say  to 
me,  if  you  found  me  sober  here  the  very  hour  a 
good  kind  master  had  escaped  from  a  cruel  death ; 
eh? 
Mrs.  B.  Eh — what,  Blitz  ?  escaped  J  you  don't, 

daren't  jest  with  me  ;  but  you  said 

Blitz.  I  said  I'd  good  news,  and  I  had  ;  and  I  said 
it  was  all  over,  and  it  was. 

Mrs.  B.  O  dear,  my  head ;  but  yon  said 

Biltz.  I  said  he  was  off,  and  he  is.  Yon  see, 
Madame  Schonfeldt,  Miss  Catherine,  and  Captain 
Gnstavns,  were  passed  in  to  see  the  Major,  by  the 
King's  order.  Well,  the  Major  he  pull'd  on  Miss 
Catherine's  gown,  and  walked  off ;  Miss  Catherine, 

she  pull'd  on   the  Major's  cloak,  and  staid 

behind — and — tol  de  rol  lol. 

(Sings  and  dances.) 

Mrs.  B.  Ha !  hn, !  ha !  Oh,  dear !  I'm  so — if  yon 
don't  hold  me  I  shall  faint — I  could  take  a  glass  of 
wine  now !  Ha !  ha !  ha !  O,  dear  Blitz ! 

Blitz.  Yon'll  wash  my  ugly  face  again,  eh ! 

.if  rs.  B.  No  ;  bnt  I'll  kiss  it  dry,  ngly  as  you  are. 

Blitz.  You  mnst  be  quick,  then ;  for  I'm  off 
directly  to  old  Fritz's  quarters.  The  General  has 
marched  the  ladies  there,  to  make  his  report :  now 
I  should  like  to  know  what  the  old  King  will  do 
with  them. 

Mrs.  B.  I'll  go  too  ;  and  if  he  touches  a  hair  of 
their  heads,  I'll  let  him  hear  my  opinion  of  him. 
Blitz,  do  you  think  the  old  King  can  do  anything 
to  those  two  dear  young  ladies  ? 

Blitz.  I  don't  think  he  can,  if  yon  ask  me.  But 
only  think  of  their  running  such  risk  for  the 
Major.  You  always  said  he  was  a  devil  amongst 
the  womankind. 

Mrs.  B.  Was,  and  is,  and  always  will  be,  I  hope  ; 
but  come  along,  Blitz,  let's  follow  and  Jearn  all. 

B/ifz.  One  moment,  touching  this  bottle  ? 


Mrs.  B.  Oh,  hang  it,  take  a  glass  and  leave  tho 
bottle. 

Blitz.  Don't  yon  think,  Mrs.  B.,  it  will  be  as  well 
to  take  the  bottle  and  leave  the  glass.  Now,  Mrs. 
B.,  for  the  ladies  ;  egad  I  begin  to  feel  like  a  devil 
of  a  fellow  after  the  girls  myself. 

[Exeunt,  B.  H. 


SCENE  IV.— A  dark  Wood;  old-fashioned  Lodge, 
L.  H.  u.  E.,  with  pent-house  and  folding  doors 
leading  to  cellar. 

Enter  GUSTAVTJS  and  MAJOR,  B.  H.,  looking  back 
cautiously,  as  if  followed. 

Gus.  I  tell  you,  Major,  we're  too  late ;  the  word 
for  the  day  is  changed.  To  pass  the  lines  here  in 
face  of  the  rounds  wonld  be  impossible ;  and  it  cer- 
tainly was  them  we  stumbled  on. 

Maj.  But  what  the  plague  were  they  at,  standing 
stock  still  in  the  wood,  lump'd  together,  heads  and 
tails,  like  the  pigs  in  Pat's  parlour,  not  to  take  up 
all  the  room  ?  They  couldn't  be  the  rounds. 

Gits.  (Who  has  been  listening,  a.  H.)  Hush!  they 
come  this  way. 

Maj.  Then,  we'd  best  go  the  other  way.     (Noi*e.) 

(jus.  How!  they  are  dismounting!  this  way  we 
may  observe.  They  are  of  the  guard. 

Maj.  Now  mind,  Captain,  if  once  we're  challenged, 
to  the  devil  I  pitch  this  uniform.  I'll  not  be  shot 
in  petticoats — no  offence  to  the  ladies— so  I  tell 
yon. 

[They  retire  up,  K.  H. 

Enter  TRENCK  and  Ticelve  Pandours,  B.  H.,  in  t7w> 
dress  of  the  Dragoons  »/  the  Royal  Guard. 

Tre,  So  far,  all  goes  well !  Oh !  here  is  the  door. 
(Goes  to  the  penthouse,  and  stamps, 
PIERRE  comes  from  the  door.) 

Pie.  Alerte,  Mons.  Trenckl  me  voici.  I  am 
already  wis  yon.  Messieurs  les  Pandours — Ser- 
viteur.  Mais  qn'il  fait  froid — Sacre1  blen ! 

Tre.  Is  the  old  gentleman  ready  for  his  ride  ? 

Pie.  Oui,  quite  prepare.  Have  you  some  horse 
for  to  ride — myself  and  le  docteur  ? 

Tre.  Three  spare  horses,  one  for  your  master,  one 
for  yourself,  and  one  for  the 

Pie.  Oui,  I  know ;  taisez-vous — descendons. 

Tre.  Must  we  enter  by  this  underground  route  ? 

Pie.  Sans  doute.  Dis  cellar  come  np  in  ze  room, 
where  ze  old  King  and  my  master  play  together 
at  echecs — dere  we  shall  find  him  snug,  eh  ?  I  have 
come  down  for  some  wine.  He !  he ! 

Tre.  Wine,  eh  !  I'll  present  him  with  a  dozen  of 
real  Hungary,  that  shall  stir  his  blood  like  brandy. 
Slavitz  !  stay  by  the  door  ;  suffer  no  one  to  depart 
or  to  approach  without  the  word  "  Trencfc."  Lead 
the  way,  monsieur !  lead  fehe  way. 

Pi«.  (Crosses  B.  H.)  I  shall,  if  you  please— not— I 
shall  stop  wis  Slavitz,  and  help  him  to  wash  ze  top 
of  ze  house. 

Tre.  Stay  here,  then ;  and  Slavitz,  if  this  fellow 
is  restive  or  noisy— you  know— tchick !  (Imitating 
!he  pulling  of  a  trigger.)  Down  lads  !  quick,  quick, 
quick!  (The  men  go  into  the  cellar,  through  the 
doors  of  the  penthouse.)  Slavitz !  remember  the 
word  is  "  Treuck." 

[Exit  into  penthouse. 
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MAJOR  and  GUSTAVUS  appear  behind,  B.  H. 

Gus.  'Tis  the  King  they  menace !  What's  to  be 
doi'.o  ? 

Maj.  Rescue  him,  to  be  sure  1    This  way  one 
moment. 
Pie.  Mais  tenez — I  feel  somebody  wis  my  ears. 

(.Major  and  Gustavus  retreat  behind  the 
icing,  K.  H..OS  Slavitz and  Pierre  turn 
round  to  look.) 

Slav.  Who  goes  there  ?  (Bringing  his  musket  to 
the  recover.)  Speak — (steps  up  stage) — Speak,  or  I 
tire! 

(Presents  as  the  scene  closes.) 

SCENE  V.—  A  Front  Wood.    (Lamps  down.) 
Enter  GUSTAVUS  and  MAJOR,  B.  H.,  cautiously. 

Maj.  He  sees  us  no  longer — he  has  turned  the 
corner  of  the  house — his  shadow's  off  the  ground. 
Now  I  command  you  to  obey  my  order,  'tis  the 
safest  plan — avoid  their  horses,  and  make  for  the 
nearest  of  our  picquets  ;  bring  the  men  with  you 
on  the  spur,  till  then  I'll  engage  to  amuse  these 
rascals,  never  fear. 

Gus.  I  had  better  remain — you' 11  be  overpowered, 
and  perhaps  both  be  sacrificed  before  I  return. 

Maj.  Don't  prate ;  give  me  your  hat  and  sword ; 
I've  a  plan  of  my  own  to  take  them  all  prisoners 
— then  away !  I  fear  that  damn'd  fellow  will 
again  challenge  before  I'm  ready  to  advance  to 
him  with  the  word — Trenck,  isn't  it?  All  right! 
Och!  I'll  bother  the  Pandours.  How  surprised 
ould  Fritz  will  be  to  see  me  ! 

Gus.  You  are  right — I'm  gone ;  but  be  cautious. 
[El-it  Gustavus,  L.  H. 

Maj.  Now  to  show  myself  boldly,  and  advance 
with  the  name  of  this  Pandour  in  my  mouth.  Och, 
I'm  in  luck;  and  now  at  least  stand  a  chance,  of 
dying  in  a  natural  way.  So  now  for  a  peep, 
and  then  to  show  myself.  If  I  can  only  put 
my  hand  on  the  collar  of  Mr.  Slavitz,  I'll  answer 
for  his  making  no  great  deal  of  noise  in  this  world. 
So,  now's  my  time. 

[Jfcit,  K.  H. 

SCENE  VI. — Interior  of  an  old-fashioned  Game- 
keeper's Lodge.  Trophies  of  various  sorts  of  game, 
v:olf,  elk,  bear.  On  one  side  a  wood  fire  on  huge 
dogs.  Balustrade  at  back,  leading  doten-stairs  to 
cellar.  A  lamp  near  it,  as  if  left  by  some  one  who 
has  gone  down. 

FREDERICK  and  MOUCHET  discovered  playing 
at  chess. 

Fred.  You'll  oat- manoeuvre  me  again,  Docteur ; 
you're  the  best  tactician  after  all. 
Doc.  I  claim  your  castle,  sire. 
.Fred.  Take  it. 

Doc.  The  last  knight — you'll  be  taken,  sire. 
Fred.    The  sooner  the  better;    that  monarch 
merits  captivity  who  knows  not  when  to   die ! 
"  Forward,  Sir  King,  forward  1    On  boys,  on  1" 

(Singing.) 
Doc.  Check,  sire. 

Fred.  Ha!  I  must  retreat,  then;  I've  yet  one 
move  left  1  only  one. 

(TRENCK  and  Dragoons,  having 
mounted  the  stairs  unobserved,  now 
advance.) 

Tre.  Not  one,  sire.  Your  Majesty's  check- 
mated. 


Fred.  (Starts into n.  H.  corner,  drawing  his  sword.) 
Ha !  Treason  1  iny  guard  !  Pierre — Brunet — who 
waits  ? 

Tre.  'Tis  useless,  sire,  you  are  my  prisoner ;  per- 
mit me  to  assist  you  to  a  hat  and  cloak — 'tis  of 
your  own  guard,  you  need  not  blush  to  wear  it. 

Fred.  I  do  blush  to  see  tho  uniform  of  my  guard 
so  disgraced  !  Baron,  this  is  un  peu  trap. fort.  The 
Emperor  cannot  sanction  this  royal  kidnapping, 
this  assassin-like  proceeding. 

Tre.  Your  Majesty  can  argue  that  point  with  him 
in  person,  to-morrow,  in  Count  Daun's  camp, 
where  he  waits  to  welcome  you.  By  your  leave, 
sire— our  time  is  precious. 

Fred.  Scoundrels!  Touch  me  not — I'll  hang 
every  rascal  of  you !  Ah,  Docteur !  coquin  et 
lache  que  vons  etres !  you  have  betrayed  your 
friend ;  but  I'll  not  submit  to  such  a  degradation. 
Baron,  dead,  you  may  take  me  ;  aline,  never ! 
Tre.  Nay,  then,  we  must  constrain  you,  sire ! 

(Draws  his  swo?'d. — A  pistol  is  fired 
behind,  and  a  cry  is  heard  of  "  The 
Prussians  I  the  Prussians!" — Trenck 
rushes  towards  the  door  as  the  MAJOR 
runs  in,  with  his  sword  drawn.) 

Tre.  Ha !  surprised  !  (Falls  bacfc.) 

Maj.  Baron  Francis  Trenck,  surrender!  The 
house  is  surrounded  by  the  Royal  guard. 

Pierre.  (Below.)  Murder!     Murder! 

Maj.  If  your  Majesty  does  not  instantly  show 
yourself,  I  can't  answer  for  the  lives  of  the  pri- 
soners either  without  the  house  or  within. 

Fred.  Monsieur  le  Baron,  by  your  leave ! 

(Crossing  in  front  to  Major.) 

Maj.  To  the  left,  sire— quick,  quick ! 

(Signi/Ecantly.) 

Fred.  You,  Major  !  Ha  !  I  see— I  see !  To  the 
left-en?  (^side.) 

[F/xit  at  door. 

Pie.  (Below.)  Get  me  up— it  is  von  dam  ruse! 
Tronck,  Docteur — dere  is  no  Prussian.  Murder ! 
Murder ! 

Maj.  Don't  let  him  up  here — (Pierre  rushes  up 
the  stairs,  pale  and  terrified) — he'll  spoil  the  party. 
Ha,  ha! 

Pie.  Oh,  Monsieur  Tronck,  you  are  made  of 
fool !  Dere  is  no  one  Prusse — only  him — zere — he 
is  beside  himself. 

Doc.  How!    What— no  Prussian ? 

Maj.  You  lie,  rascal!  I'm  not  beside  myself. 
Baron,  this  fellow's  not  to  be  believed  on  oath. 

Tre.  Speak,  rascal,  coward,  or  I'll  strangle 
yon !  Are  we  not  surrounded  ? 

Maj.  To  be  sure  you  are.  Haven't  I  surronnded 
yon  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I'll  die  before  I'm  killed, 
now! 

Pie.  Sacre"  blen !  You  will  not  -understand.  He 
is  alone !  He  call  out  "  Trenck,"— den  shoot 
pauvre  Slavits,  and  roll  me  down  de  cellar.  Kill 
him,  and  run  away  wis  me  ! 

Tre.  Major,  is  this  true  ? 

Maj.  Every  word  of  it— I  give  you  my  honour. 
The  King  is  now  out  of  your  reach  :  all  you've  to 
do  is  to  order  in  supper  and  we'll  enjoy  ourselves 
till  he  comes  back  with  the  guard.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Tre.  Ten  thousand  devils  !  We  must  now  look 
to  our  safety  alone.  Major,  give  way. 

Maj.  In  Ireland  we  never  give  way  to  any  man 
in  passion,  except  a  mad  bull  or  a  lady. 

Tre.  Cut  him  to  pieces 

(Crosses  to  L.  H.  corner.) 
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Ifaj.  Ha,  ha !  That's  Irish— cut  and  come  again, 
boys! 

(Drums,  trumpets,  and  shouts  without. 
The  KING  rushes  in  at  door,  fallowed 

and  Officers.  GUSTAVUS  enters  up 
the  stairs  with  six  more  Grenadiers. — • 
Tableau.') 

Fred.  Halt,  guard!  A  parley — Baron,  sur- 
render ! 

Tre.  To  be  hanged,  or  imprisoned  in  a 
dungeon,  like  my  poor  nephew  ?  Never,  sire, — I'll 
die  by  my  game,  as  I  made  it.  Pandours,  fire — and 
forward. 

(Th«    Dragoons    wresent.      The     King 

advances  toicaristhem  courageously.) 

Fre.    Recover!    .The  Dragoons  recover.)  Baron, 


Fred.  I  am  glad  you  are  not  shot, 
account. 

Jilaj.  And,  on  my  honour,  sire,  so  am  I. 

Fred.  Because  your  death  would  have  been  an 
act  of  gross  injustice.  I  had,  as  I  found,  on  reflec- 
tion, no  right  to  issue  any  Order  of  the  day  whilst 
Count  Gotha  was  the  general  commanding  the 
division.  You  perceive  I  teas  wrong — eh  ? 

Ma;.  I  certainly  shall  not  dispute  the  point  with 
your  Majesty. 

Fred.  Still  some  punishment  is  yourdne.  I  there- 
fore dismiss  you  from  your  command  in  the 
Dragoons  of  the  Guard. 

Maj.  Sire!  (.Kneeling.)  Shoot  me,  ten  times  over, 
rather ! 

Fred.  Count,  you  will  this  day  erase  the  Major 
from  off  the  muster-roll  of  the  guard ;  and  at  the 


you  a  clever  oue.    i.  11  do  more  t/iiau  yoi 

me— I'll  proffer  terms.     Take  your  own,  and  your 

men's  lives — if,  in  one  minute,  you  surrender. 

(Takes  out  his  watch.) 

Tre.  You're  too  generous,  sire,  and  these  con- 
ditions too  honourable,  to  be  rejected :  but  I  must 
keep  faith  even  with  a  scoundrel.  The  docteur, 
sire,  must  be  spared. 

Fred.  Hum!  What!  Philosophy?  He  shall 
have  his  life,  'tis  not  worth  taking. 

Tre.  And  freedom,  sire  ? 

Fred.  And  freedom.  Baron,  the  minute  has 
expired. 

Tre.  Sire,  we  are  your  prisoners. 

(Kneels,  offering  his  sword;  at  the  same 
time  the  Dragoons  lay  down  their 
arms.) 

Fred.  So,  Baron,  take  yonr  sword  again ;  and 
when  next  you  would  secure  a  King,  be  sure  he 
lias  not  a  move  left :  there's  a  grand  difference 
between  check  and  checkmate,  Baron.  General, 
have  those  fair  culprits  brought  before  me.  [Exit 
General  at  door.]  Remove  that  traitor.  Let  him 
be  conducted  to  the  Austrian  outposts,  with  his 
treatise  on  the  philosophy  of  moral  obligations  tied 
about  his  neck,  and  himself  strapped  on  the  back 
of  an  ass. 

Re-enter   GENERAL,    with    MADAME     SCHON- 
FELDT  and  CATHERINE,  at  the  door. 

Fred.  So,  fair  ladies,  yon  have  been  forcing  my 
guard,  I  hear ;  releasing  prisoners,  and  committing 
other  acts  of  downright  rebellion ! 

Mad.  and  Cath.  Mercy,  sire ! 

Fred.  Mercy,  eh  ?  Gustavns  Schonfeldt,  advance. 
Young  lady,  I  owed  to  your  father  my  life.  If  I 
give  you  the  disposal  of  this  culprit's,  which  he  has 
forfeited,  I  shall  balance  the  account.  Take  him — 
be  happy! — (Passes  Gustavus,  and  crosses  to  Cathe- 
rine— aside,; — or  I'll  contrive  his  escape.  Not  a 
word ! 

(They  Imeel,  and  kiss  the  King's  hand 
•with  excessive   emotion.  —  The    King 
puts  his  finger  on  his  lips,  and  turns 
to  the  Major.) 
As  for  you,  Major 

Moj.  Now  comes  my  turn  I 

Fred.  I  have  been  somewhat  surprised  to  see  yon, 
I  own  ;  but 

Maj.  Your  Majesty  would  have  had  a  greater 
surprise  if  you  had  not  seen  rnel 


de-camp,  the  name  of  Sir  Maurice  O'Dogherty, 
Knight  of  the  Black  Eagle.  You  will  need  the 
order — wear  mine. 

(Atlaclies  to  the  Major's  breast  his  own 
order.) 

Maj.  If  ever  this  order  of  yours  is  broken,  sire, 
it  must  be  by  the  sabres  of  your  enemies. 

Fred.  And  yon  (addressing  grenadiers)  that  suffer 
women  to  take  your  prisoner  from  nnder  your 
bayonets,  you,  I  fancy,  as  I'm  in  the  forgiving 
mood,  expect  something  done  for  yon.  Well,  con- 
sider your  reward,  my  sons,  and  let  Joden  inform 
me  when  you  have  resolved. 

Jod.  We  have  already. 

Fred.  What  will  you  have  ? 

Jod.  That  you'll  nut  be  so  rash  for  the  future, 
but  now  you're  getting  old,  keep  amongst  us,  out 
of  harm's  way. 

Fred.  Is  that  all? 

Jod.  Isn't  that  enough  ? 

Fred.  I  am  the  happiest  King  alive. 

(Wit k  great  exultat ion .  1 

Tre.  I  no  longer  wonder  at  your  victories,  sire. 

Fred.  You  see,  Baron,  if  you  had  succeeded,  whnt 
a  large  family  you  would  have  left  fatherless. 
Captain  Brandt,  prepare  to  move  off  the  guard  and 
prisoners.  Ladies,  Count,  Baron  Trenck,  Major 
O'Dogherty 

Moj.    Colonel  O'Dogherty,  sire,  at  your  service ! 

Fred.  True,  I  forgot.  C'olonel  O'Dogherty,  I 
must  not  turn  yon  away  supptrless.  if  we  arc 
short  of  fare,  remember  my  cook  did  not  espect 
strangers  to-night.  In  the  mean  time,  if  I  may 
read  the  flattery  of  smiling  faces  and  bright  eyes, 
there  are  none  present  who  do  not  sympathize  with 
your  escape,  Colonel,  and  mine. 

Maj.  Your  Majesty  must  admit  I  have  an  a'W!- 
tional  claim  on  the  sympathy  of  the  ladies,  since  it 
was  in  their  cause  I  erred. 

Fred.  True,  Colonel,  and  on  their  influence  you 
must  rely  to  wipe  away  all  remembrance  of  your 
errors  :  let  us  hope,  therefore,  their  smiles  may 
prove  the  only  Order  of  the  Day ! 

(Flourish  of  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
Soldiers  on  each  side  face  about  anil 
•march  up,  B.  and  t.,  the  character* 
elf  n  mon'ng  up,  v:ldlst  the  cm-tain 
/alls  on  tableau. 
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18.  What  is  to  Be.   Author  of  "  Twenty  Straws." 

19.  John  Trevlyn's  Revenge.    E.  Phillips. 

20.  Bound  by  a  Spell.    H.  Kebak. 

21.  Yellow  Diamond.    Author  of  "Leste'-le.^1 

22.  The  Younger  Son.   Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 

23.  Stories  with  a  Vengeance.  By  G.  A.  Sala.  &CI 

24.  Naomi.    Author  of  "Rachel." 


«8°  Tracked.    Author  of  "Bound  by  a  Spell." 

29.  Carynthia.  Author  of  "Twenty  Straws." 

30.  Violet  and  Rose.     Author  of  "  Blue  Bell." 

31.  Cost  of  a  Secret.    Autliorof  "TwoPearls." 

32.  Terrible  Tales.    By  G.  A.  Sala. 

33.  Doomed.    Author  of  "  Tracked." 

84.  White  Lady.  Author  of  "Ingarethn." 

85.  Link  vour  Chain.    Author  of  "Blue  Bell." 

36.  TwoPearls.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

37.  Young  Cavalier.     Author  of '-Tracked."      • 

38.  The  Shadow  Hand.    Author  of  -'Naomi." 
89.  Wentworth  Mystery.    Watts  Phillips. 

40.  Merry  England.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

41.  Blue  Bell.    Author  of  "Link. your  Chain." 
42   Humphrey  Grant's  Will.  Author  "Doomed." 

43.  Jessie  Phillips.   Mrs.  Trollope. 

44.  A  Desperate  Deed.    By  Ersktne  Boyd. 

45.  Blanche  Fleming.    By  Sara  Dunn. 
48.  The  Lost  Earl.    By  P.  McDermott. 

47.  The  Gipsy  Bride.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

48.  Last  Days  of  Pompeii.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

49.  The  Lily  of  St.  Erne.    By  Mrs.  Crow 

.50.  The  Goldsmith's  Wife.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
5\.  Hawthorne.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 

52.  Bertha.    By  Author  "Bound  by  f.  Spell." 

53.  To  Rank  through  Crime.    By  R.  Griffiths. 

54.  The  Stolen  Will.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen 

55.  Pomps  and  Vanities.    Rev.  H.  V.  Palmer. 


H     NOVELS. 

Sixpence,  a  Series  of  Original  Novels. 

56.  Fortune's  Favourites.    By  Sara  Dunn. 

57.  Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea.    By  E.  Boyd 
28.  Two  Countesses  &  Two  Lives.     M.E.Malen 

59.  Playing  to  Win.    George  ManvilleFenn. 

60.  The  Pickwick- Papers.   Bv  Charles  Dickens. 

61.  Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.    C.  H.  Ross 

62.  Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Heiress." 

63.  Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 

64.  Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

65.  The  Birthright.   Author  of '•  Castlerose." 

66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  ••  Hush  Money." 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Autliorof  "  Wife's  Secret.' 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

69.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashneld  Priory.    Author  ot  "Rachel." 

71.  Brent  Hall.    By  Author  of  "Birthright." 

72.  Lance  Urqnhart's  Loves.    Annie  Thomas. 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanley. 

74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortimers.1 

76.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.    P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  II.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pearl  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tylde'sley.    By  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.    By  Starr  Rivers. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    Bv  Mrs.  L.  Crow. 

83.  Splendid  Misery.    By  C.  II.  Hazlewood. 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

86.  Barnaby  Rudge.    Bv  Charles  Dickens. 

87.  Ingaretha.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen. 
83.  Paul  Clifford     By  Lord  Lytton. 

89.  Rienzi.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

90.  Old  Curiosity  SHOD.     I! v  Charles  Dickens. 

91.  Pelham.    By  Lord  Lytton. 

92-  {™msdbf  the  Rhine.}  «7  Lord  Lytton. 

93.  Harry  Lorreqner.    By  Charles  Lever. 

94.  Faust.    By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

95.  The  Soldier's  wife.    My  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

96.  Valentine  Vox.    By  Henry  Cockton. 

97.  Robert  Macaire.  By  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds 

98.  Entrances  <fc  Exits*    Part  1.    E.  Winstanley 

99.  Entrances  ,t  Exits.   Part  2.    E.  Winstanley 

100.  Nobody's  Fortune.  Part  ].  E.  Yates 

101.  Nobody's  Fortune.  Part  2.  E.  Yates 

102.  The  Seamstress.    Reynolds 

103.  The  Necromancer.    Reynolds. 

104.  The  Bronze  Statue.     Part  1.     Reynolds 

105.  The  Bronze  Statue.    Part  2  .    Reynolds 

106.  The  Waits.     Pierce  Egan. 

107.  The  Rye  Ilonso  Plot.    Part  1.    Reynolds 

108.  The  Rye  Houso  Plot.    Part  2.    Reynolds 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


MUSIC. 
DICKS'  PIANOFORTE   TUTOR. 

This  book  is  full  music  size,  and  contains  instructions  and  exorcises,  full  of  simplicity  and 
melody,  which  will  not  weary  the  student  in  their  study,  thus  rendering  the  work  the 
best  Pianoforte  Guide  ever  issued.  It  contains  as  much  matter  as  those  tutors  for  which 
six  times  the  amount  is  charged.  The  work  is  printed  on  toned  paper  of  superior  quality, 
in  good  and  large  type.  Price  One  Shilling ;  post  free,  Twopence  extra. 

CZERNY'S  STUDIES  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE. 

These  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has  been  Haif- 
a-Guinea, is  now  issued  at  One  Shilling  ;  post  free,  threepence  extra.  Every  student  of 
the  Pianoforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaining 
proficiency  on  the  instrument. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OP  STANDARD  OPERAS  (  full  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or  German 
and  English  Words.  Now  ready  : — 

DONIZETTI'S  "  LTTCIA  ra  LAHMEKMOOB,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d. 
ROSSINI'S  "  If.  BARBIERE,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.     Price  2s.  <><1. 
Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  5s.  each.    Others  are  in  the  Press.      Delivered  carriage 
free  for  Eighteenpeuce  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

SIMS   REEVES'   SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.      Price  One  Shilling. 

Pilgrim  of  Love.  Bishop. — Death  of  Nelson.  Braham.— Adelaide,  Beethoven. — The  Thorn.    Shield. 

—The  Anchor's  Weighed.     Braham. — Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee.   Hodson. 
ADELINA  PATTI'S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.    Price  One  Shilling.    There  be 

none  of  Beauty's  Daughters.  Mendelssohn. — Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert. — Home,  Sweet  Home. 

Bishop.— The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.    T.  Moore. — Where  the  Bee  Sucks.    Dr.  Arne. — Tell  me,  my 

Heart.    Bishop. 

CHARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
The  Lads  of  tho  Village.    Dibdin. — The  Wanderer.     Schubert. — In  Childhood  My  Toys.    Lortziiig. 
— Tom  Bowling.    Dibdin. — Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.     Knight. — Mad  Tom.    Purcell. 
*„*    Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  separately,  price  Threepence  each. 

MUSICAL  TREASURES.— Full  Music  size,  price  Fourpe.uce.  Now  Publishing  Weekly.  A  Complete 
Repertory  of  the  best  English  and  Foreign  Music,  ancient  and  modern,  vocal  and  instrumental, 
solo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  biDgraphical  annotations,!  for  the  pianoforte. 

3fi  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (Song) 

37  Itock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  tho  Deep    (Song) 

38  Beethoven's  Waitzes    First  Series 
39 -As  it  Fell  upon  a  Day    (Duet) 


1  My  Normandy    (Ballad) 

2  Auld  Robin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 

3  La  Sympathie  Valso 

4  The  Pilgrim  of  Love    (Homance) 

5  Di  Pescatore    (Song) 

6  To  Far-off  Mountain    (Duet) 

7  The  Anchor's  Weigh'd    (Ballad) 

8  A  Woman's  Heart    (Ballad) 

9  Oh,  .Mountain  Home!    (Duet) 

10  Above,  how  Brightly  Beams  tho  Morning 

11  The  Marriage  of  the  Roses    (Valse) 
12Sorma    (Duet) 

13  Lo!  Heavenly  Beauty    (Cavatina) 

14  In  Childhood  my  Toys    'Song) 

15  While  Beauty  Clothes  tiie  Fertile  Vale 

16  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

17  The  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 

18  Beethoven's  "Andante  and  Variations" 

19  In  that  Long-lost  Home  we  Lov«    (Song) 

20  Where  the  Bee  Sucks    (Song) 

21  Ah.  Fair  Dream    ("Marta") 

22  LaPetit  Flenr 

23  Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

24  Nanght  e'er  should  Sever    (Duet) 

25  'Tis  but  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 

26  MyMotherbidsmeBiudmy  Hair  (Canzonet) 

27  Coining  thro'  the  Hye    (Song) 

28  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea    (Ballad) 

29  Tell  me,  my  Jle'art    (Song) 

30  I  know  a  Bank    (Duet) 

31  The  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 
H2  Hommageau  Genie 

33  See  what  Pretty  I'.rooms  I've  Bought 

3*  Tom  Bowling    (Song) 

35  Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee    (Ballad) 


40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 


41  Why  are    you  Wandering    here   I   pray? 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 

43  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home,  Sweet  Home!     (Song) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night    (Son-') 

46  All's  \V  ell    (Duet) 

47  The  "  Crown  Diamonds  "  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

49  Youth  aud  Love  at  the  Helm   (Barcarolle) 

50  Adelaide    Beethoven    (Sioii-r) 

51  The  Death  of  kelson    (gouf) 

52  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer    (Irish  Melody) 

54  The  Thorn    (Song) 

55  The  Lads  of  the  Village    (Son?;) 

50  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (Song) 

57  The  Wanderer  (Son;;) 

58  I  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 

59  Bid  Me  Discourse    (Song) 

60  Fisher  Maiden    (Song) 

61  Fair  Agnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Sons) 

63  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish  Melody) 

66  Lo,  Hero  the  Gentle  Lark 

67  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  Series) 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden  Hair  (Song) 
C»  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 

London:  JOHN  DICKS,  313.  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


THE  WORKS  OF  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

FIJOM  THE  ORIGINAL  TEXT,   WITH   THE  ORIGINAL  XOTES.         NO  ABRIDGMENT. 

This  Edition,  containing  the  whole  of  SCOTT'S  NOVELS,  C2  in  number,  with  12J  Illustrations,  is  now  pub- 
lishing, 'i'lie  work  is  elegantly  ooinul  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  and  is  complete  iu  suvuii  volumes,  price  14s. 
SCOTT'S  1'ui.Ms.  uniform  with  the  above,  are  also  On  sale,  price  One  Shilling. 

Wavcrley.  Ciiy  Mannering.  Antiquary,  KobJJoy,  Ivanhoe,  The  Monastcrv,  the  Abbot,  Kenilworth, 
The  Pirate  Fortunes  of  Nigel,  Peveril  of  the  Teak,  Quentin  Durwurd,  St.  Konan'8  Well,  Ked.gauntlet, 
The  Betrothed.  The  To lisiuArf,  Woodstock,  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  Anne  of  Geierstein.  Tales  of  my  Land- 
lord- The  Black  Dwarf.  Old  Mortality.  Heart  of  Midlothian,  Bridoof  Lnmmermoor,  Legend  ot  Montrose. 
Count  Kohert  of  Paris,  Castle  DangeTOOB-.  Chronicles  of  the  Canoiifjate:  The  Highland  Widow,  The  Two 
J)rovers,  .My  Aunt  Margarets  Mirror,  The  Tapestried  Chamber,  Death  of  the  Laird's  Jock,  The  Surgeon's 
Daughter. 

Note.— The  price  is  Threepence  each  complete  Novel,  Post-free,  One  Penny  extra. 


THE  SECRET  HISTORY  OF  THE  COURT  OF  ENGLAND. 

From,  the  Accession  of  George  the  Third  to  the  Death  of  .George  the  Fourth.  Written  by  tho  Lady 
Anne  Hamilton,  sister  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  and  Brandon,  and  of  the  Countess  of 
Dunmore.  The  work  contains  full  particulars  of  the  Mysterious  Death  of  the  Princess  Charlotte  and 
the  Murder  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland's  Valet,  Sellis. 

In  Paper  Cover,  Price  Is. 

THE  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  HOGARTH. 

There  are  few  persons  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  name  of  that  great  artist,  who  may  have  been  said 
to  write  rather  than  paint  with  the  brush;  but  there  are  vast  numbers  to  whom  his  admirable  works 
are  completely  unknown.  That  this  class  of  persons  should  desire  to  have  a  knowledge  of  these  master- 
pieces of  art  is  natural  enough ;  and  it  is  somewhat  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  the  spirit  of  enterprise 
should  not  have  already  placed  them  within  the  reach  of  "the  millions."  There  can  be  no  doubt  that, 
the  merits  of  these  pictures  would  be  universally  appreciated  In  the  poorest  cottages,  as  they  have  long 
been  In  the  prondost  mansions  ;  and  if  cheap  literature  places  tho  works  of  the  great  master  of  dramatic 
writing  in  the  hands  of  the  humblest  purchaser,  it  assuredly  may  accomplish  the  same  in  respect  to  the 
equally  great  master  of  dramatic  painting.  For  as  8HAK8PERB  stands  at  the  head  of  one  school,  so  does 
H6GARTH  occupy  the  loftiest  pedestal  in  the  other;  and  the  latter  has  displayed  with  the  pencil  as  much 
versatility  of  genlns  as  the  former  has  shown  with  the  pen  in  illustrating  the  similar  scenes  of  life.  These 
few  observations  are  prefatory  to  the  announcement  of  the  publication  of  a  CHEAP  EDITION*  of  the  WOHKS 
of  WILLIAM  HOGARTH.  The  work  is  got  up  in  the  handsomest  style,  no  expense  being  spared  to  produce 
en  cravings  worthy  of  the  originals:  a  tine  paper  is  used:  and,  altogether,  the  volume  is  a  miracle  of  beauty 
mid  of  chea;  nc'.s.  Price  5s.  od.,  bound,  gilt  lettered.  Post  free,  Is.  extra. 


PICTURES  FOR  FRAMING. 

Any  of  the  below-mentioned  pictures  forwarded,  post  free,  on  receipt  of  the  number  of  penny  stamps 

as  stated. 


Little  Ked  Ridirg  Eood 

The  Strolling  Actresses  ... 

It  is  Fin 

It  is  Finished 

A  Distinguished  Member  of  the  Royal  Humane 

Society 

Shoeing  'Old  Betty  ami  Laura) 
Eos  (Prince  Albert's  Greyhound) 
Who  are  You  ?    and    Y/hafs    the    Matter  ?     (the 

pair)  ...  ... 

The  Little  Rambler    ...  ...  ...  ... 

Lo<  k  at  Me,  Mamma  ...  ...  ... 

The  Descent  from  the  Cross    ...  ...  ... 

Death  of  Nelson         ...  ...  ...  ... 

Battle  of  Waterloo      ... 

The  Peep  o'  Day  Boys  ...  ...  ... 

The  Lady  and  the  Dove 

Aida  ...  ...  ...  ...  ... 

Portrait  of  the  Prince  of  Wn'.e-  ...  ... 

Portrait  of  tiie  Princess  of  Wales 
The  Bohemian  Girl    ... 


Chromo 
Chromo 
Engraving 
Chromo 

Photo 
Photo 
Photo 

Oleographs 

Chromo 

Oleograph 

Oleograph 

Coloured 

Coloured 

Coloured 

Oleograph 

Oleograph 

Oleograph 

Oleograph 

Oleograph 


Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Six  stamps 
Thirteen  stamps 

Fifteen  stamps 
Fifteen  stamps 
Fifteen  stamps 

Eighteen  stamps 
Eight  stamps 
Eight  stamps 
Eight  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 
Seven  stamps 


London  :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand ;  and  all  Book-ellers, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


FOR  THE  LATEST  NEWS  AND  TELEGRAMS 

PUKCHASE 

KEYNQLDS'S    NEWSPAPER 

Containing  the  Latest  Intelligence. 


TiETNOLDS'S  NEWSPAPER  goes  to 
JL\>  Press  at  the  very  last  minute,  in  order 
to  get  the  Latest  News. 

EEYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER  contains 
the  Latest  News,  and  no  other  News- 
paper can  possibly  contain  later  news. 


REYNOLDS'S   NEWSPAPER  contain 
all  the  News  of  the  Week,  both  Horn 
and  Foreign  News. 

EEYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER  contain 
Special  Reports  of  Law,  Police,  Sports 
Lectures,  Inquests,  Accidents,  &c.,  &c. 


THE    GREAT    NEWSPAPER    FOR    THE    WORKING    CLASSES. 
Read  by  Millions. 

EEYNOLDS'S    NEWSPAPER 

Which  gives  the  very  latest  Home  and  Foreign  Intelligence. 

PRICE  ONE  PENNY,  WEEKLY. 
Printing  and  Publishing  Offices,  313,  Strand,  London. 

THE   ILLUSTRATED 
CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER 

A  Weekly  Journal  for  Architects,  Decorators,  Gas-fitters, 

Joiners,  Painters,  Plumbers,  and  all  Concerned  in  the  Construction  an< 

Maintenance  of  the  House. 

Id.  Weekly;  6d.  Monthly;     Half -Yearly  Volumes,  4s.  6d. 


"  It  is  full  of  information,  not  only  for  the  special  trades  for  -which  it  is  particular! 
designed,  but  for  all  those  who  have  anything  to  do  with  the  British  workmen  or  hous 
property.  Abounds  in  excellent  illustrations,  plans,  and  diagrams.  —  SUNDAY  TIME: 
August  15th,  1880. 

"  For  sound  practical  information  and  advice  on  all  matters  connected  with  the  building 
furnishing,  and  decorating  trades,  this  weekly  periodical  is  now  universally  recognised  as 
first-rate  authority.  The  designs  are  admirably  adapted  to  illustrate  the  letterpress,  at 
thus  the  reader  obtains  a  practical  insight  to  what  otherwise  might  prove  an  inexplicab 
puzzle.  The  lists  it  furnishes  of  recent  inventions,  abstracts  of  specifications,  &c.,wi 
likewise  prove  of  great  value  to  builders,  decorators,  &c. — RETNOLDS'S  NEWSPAPEI 
August,  loth,  1880. 

Send  lid.,  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

Volume  XI,  now  ready,  price  Four  Shillings  and  Sixpence ;  post-free,  Five  Shillings. 
London  :  JOHN  DICES,  313,  Strand ;  and  all  Booksellers. 


DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS. 


4.  The  Way  to  Keep  Him. 

5.  Bragauza. 

6.  No  Song  no  Supper. 

7.  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

8.  The  Spanish  Student. 
!».  The  Double  Dealer. 

0.  The  Mock  Doctor. 

1.  The  Fashionable  Lover.  ' 

2.  The  Guardian. 

3.  Cain. 

1.  Rosiua. 

5.  Love's  Labour's  Lost 

6.  The  Hunchback. 

7.  The  Appreutice. 
•i.  Raising  the  Wind. 
It.   hovers'  Quarrels. 
'.  The  Rent  Day. 

1.  Chrononhotonthologos. 
.'.  His  First  Champagne. 

3.  Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 

4.  Robinson  Crusoe. 

5.  He's  Much  to  Blame, 
j    Ella  Rosenberg. 

7.  The  Quaker. 

3.  School  of  Reform. 

X  King  Henry  IV.  (Parti.) 

X  15  Years  of  a  drunkard's  life 

1.  Thomas  and  Sally. 

2.  Bornbastes  Furioso. 
J.  First  Love. 

t.  The  Somnambulist. 

5.  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well. 

3.  The  Lottery  Ticket. 
7.  Gustavus  Vasa. 

3.  Sweethearts  and  Wives. 

X  The  Miller  of  Mansfield. 

'.  Black-Kvod  Susan. 

1.  King  Henry  IV.  (Part  2.) 

'.  The  Station-house. 

!.  The  Recruiting  Officer. 

I.  The  To-wor  of  Nesle. 

5.  King  Henry  V. 

i.  The  Rendezvous. 

'.  Appearance  is  Against  Them 

i.  William  Tell. 

>.  Tom  Thumb. 

).  The  Rake's  Progress. 

I.  King  Henry  VI.    (Parti.) 

J.  Blue  Devils. 

!.  Cheats  of  Scapin. 

I.  Charles  the  Second. 

>.  Love  Makes  the  Man. 

5.  Virginias. 

The  School  for  Arrogance. 

The  Two  Gre_gories. 

King  Henry  V         (Part  2.) 

Mrs.  Wiggins. 

.  The  Mysterious  Husband. 
!.  The  Heart  of  Midlothian. 
!.  King  Henry  VI.     (Part  3.) 
t.  The  Illustrious  Stranger. 
>.  The  Register  Office, 
i.  Dominique. 

'.  The  Chapter  of  Accidents. 
i.  Descarte. 
».  Hero  and  Leander. 
).  A  Cure  for  the  Heartache. 
..  The  Siese  of  Damascus. 
!.  The  Secret. 
>.  Deaf  and  Dumb. 
;.  Banks  of  the  Hudson. 
>.  The  Wedding  Day. 
>.  Laiiirh  When  You  Can. 
'.  What  Next  ? 
t.  Ra3rnioud  and  Agnes. 


269.  Lionel  and  Clarissa. 

339.  The  Maid  of  Croissey. 

270.  The  Red  Crow. 

340.  Rip  Van  Winkle. 

271.  The  Contrivance. 

341.  The  Court  Fool. 

272.  The  Broken  Sword. 

342.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

273.  Polly  Honeycomb. 
274.  Nell  Gwynne. 

oi.j     <  Deaf  as  a  Post. 
***•   i  A  Soldier's  Courtship* 

275.  Cymon. 

344.  The  Bride  of  Lamnu 

276.  Perfection. 

345.  Gwyuucth  Vaughan. 

277.  Count  of  lr  .rbonue. 

346.  Esmeralda. 

278.  Of  Age  To  jorrow. 

347.  Joan  of  Arc. 

279.  The  Orphaa  of  China. 

348.  Town  and  Countrv. 

280,  Pedlar's  Acre. 
281.  The  MognV    Talc. 

.±,Q     (  The  Middv  Ashore. 
"'  '    't  Matteo  Falcone. 

282.  OthelloTrwestie. 

350.  The  Duchess  of  Malti. 

283.  Law  of  Loiuhardv. 

351.  Naval  Engagements. 

28.T,  The  Day  after  the  We  Uliug. 

352.  Victoriue. 

285.  The  Jew. 

353.  The  Spectre  Bridegrru  in. 

286.  The  Irish  Tutor. 

351.  Alii';1  Gray. 

287.  Such  Things  Are. 

.,.,.     (  Fi.-h  O.it  of  Wav-r 

288.  The  Wife. 

***•   I  Family  Jars. 

289.  The  Dragon  of  Wantley. 

35(i.   Itory  O'More 

290.  Snil  Dhnv,  the  Coiner. 

357.  Zarah. 

291.  The  Lying  Vaiet, 

("Love  in  Humble  Liio. 

292.  The  Lilv  of  St.  Leouaid's. 

358.   N  Fifteen    Years  of  Laiois 

293.  Oliver  Twist. 

(.     Lost. 

294.  The  Housekeeper. 

359.  A  Dream  of  the  Future 

295.  Child  of  Nature. 

3PQ     f  Mrs.  White. 

296.  Home,  S*'eetHorne. 

1  '   i  Cherry  Bounce. 

297.  Which  is  the  Man. 

361.  The  Elder  Brother 

298.  Caius  Gracchus. 

362.  The  Robber's  Wife 

299.  Mayor  of  Garratt. 
300.  Woodman. 

o,.o     fThe  Sleeping  Dnr 
*•>•    I  The  Smoked  Mi.-(- 

KOI.  Midnight  Hour. 

364.  Love. 

302.  Woman's  Wit. 

365.  The  Fatal  Dowry. 

303.  The  Purse. 

o««     fThe  Beniral  Tiger. 

304.  The  Votary  ©f  Wealth. 

•**•   i  Kill  or  Core. 

305.  The  Life  Buoy. 

367.  Paul  Clifford, 

306.  Wild  Oats. 

306.  The  Dumb   Man   of    Man- 

307.  Rook  wood. 

Chester. 

308.  The  Gambler's  Fate. 

36<X  The  Sergeant's  Wife. 

309.  Home  the  Hunter. 

370.  Jonathan  Bradford. 

310.  "Yes!"  and  "No!" 

371.  Gilderoy. 

:U1.  The  Sea  Cavta'n. 

.,-.„     f  Diamond  cut  I)i:imoi:il 

3  1  2.  Eugene  Aram. 

•"-    (Philippe. 

313.  The  Wrecker's  Daughter. 

373.  A  Legend  of  Florence 

314.  Alfred  the  Great, 

374.  David  Copperiield. 

31~     (The  Virginia  Mummy. 

375.  Dombey  and  Son. 

0  °'    t  Intrigue. 

:;~o.  Wardock  Keunilsou 

o1ft     f  My  Neighbour's  Wife. 

377.  Night  and  Mornius:. 

0     '    I  The  Married  Bachelor. 

378.  Lucretia  Boriria 

317.  Richelieu. 

379.  Ernest  Maltravers. 

31S.  Mc:ney. 

oQf|     (The  Dancing  Barber. 

31!'.  Ion. 

-m-     (Turning  the  Tables. 

32  '.  The  Bridal. 

381.  TLe  Poor  of  New  York. 

S>\  .  Paul  Pry. 

382.  fet.  Mary's  Eve. 

32->.  The  Love  Chase. 

38-3.  Secrets  worth  Knowing. 

323.  Glencoe. 

384.  The  Carpenter  of  Rouen. 

32  ,     f  The  Spitalfields  Weaver. 

385.  Ivanhoe. 

'    \  Stage  Struck. 

386.  The  Ladies'  Club. 

325.  Robert  Macaire. 

qo7     f  Hercules.  King  of  Clubs. 

326.  The  Country  Squire. 

'•  t  B^ars  not  Beasts. 

327.  The  Athenian  Captive 

S88.  Blenk  Hon?e:  or,  Poor  Jo. 

ono     f  Barney  the  Baron. 

389.  The  Colleen  Bawn 

(  The  Happy  Man. 

390.  The  Sliauthraun. 

329.  D  r  Freisclintz 

391.  The  Octoroon. 

330.  Hush  Money. 

"92.  Sixteen  String  Jack. 

331.  East  Lynnc. 

393,  Barnaby  Rudge. 

332.  The  Ho'')b(  rs. 

394.  The  Cricket  on  the  Heartlj 

:,:!  •'.  The  1'ott.o. 

395.   Susan  Hoplev. 

;!.">+.  Keamvorth. 

::96.  The  Way  to  g'et  Married. 

335.  The  Mountaineers. 

397.  The  Wandering  Jew. 

'•'•'•<>.  Simpson  and  Co. 
:','.,  7,  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 

398.  The  Old  Curiosity  Shop. 
399.  Under  the  Gaslight 

o.,a     (  Siamese  Twins. 

400.  Jane  Eyre. 

>j8'   i  The  Turned  Head. 

401.  Ratt'aeile  the  Reprobu*" 

DICKS'  STANDAED  PLAYS. 


•  rto  f  Hunting  a  Turtle 

43R   f  Under  which  King 

486.  Charles  O'Malley 

(.  Catching  an  Heiress. 

ra-  I  "  Tobit's  Dog  " 

,o7    fBandit 

(A.  Good  Night's  Rest 

439.  His  Last  Legs 

48  '•  LThe  Snow  Helped      | 

403.  4  Lodgings  for  Single  Gen- 
(.     tlemen 

440.  The  Life  of  an  Actress 
441.  White  Horse  of  the  Peppers 

,00   f  Jargonelle 
LA  Marriage  Noose     I 

404.  The  Wren  Boys 

442.  The  Artist's  Wife 

-co    ("The  Lost  Pocket-BoJj 

,nK   f  The  Swiss  Cottage 
405'  1  'Twas  I 

443.  Black  Domino 
444.  The  Village  Outcast. 

•"'  LTwentyand  Forty    1 
^OQ    f  All's  Fair  in  Love     I 

406.  Clari 

445.  Ten  Thousand  a  Year 

L  A  Woman  will  bn  a  W-l 

.r.'f  fSudden  Thoughts 

446.  Benlah  Spa 

4qi    fThe  Captain's  Ghost  1 

*"'•  LHOW  to  Pay  the  Rent 

447.  Perils  of  Pippins 

*yl"  LHat  Box 

408.  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots 

448.  The  Barrack  Room 

400    fNo.  157B 

.M   fThe  Culprit 

449.  Richard  Plantagenet 

"**•  LLovely 

LThe  Boarding  School 

450.  The  Red  Rover 

49o    fBow  Bell(«)s 

410.  Lucille 

451.  The  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

LMistaken 

..,    ("The  Four  Sisters 

452.  The  Assignation 

404    fLock  smith 

•  LNothing  to  Nurse 

453.  The  Groves  of  Blarney 

'  ^Portmanteau 

412.  My  Unknown  Friend 

454.  Ask  no  Questions 

495.  Ruth 

,,„    fThe  Young  Widow 

455.  Ireland  as  it  is 

496.  The  Maid  of  Mariendol 

*"*•  LMore  Blunders  than  Oni 

456.  Jonathan  in  England 

497.  The  Turf 

414.  Woman's  Love 

457.  Inkle  and  Yarico 

498.  Harlequin  Hoax 

.,  -    (  A  Widow's  Victim 

458.  The  Nervous  Man 

489.  Sweeney  Todd 

*"'•  |  A  Day  after  the  Fair 

459.  The  Message  from  the  Sea 

50X  My  Poll  &  my  Partner! 

416.  The  Jewess 

460.  The  Black  Doctor 

501.  The  King's  Wager 

..-   J  The  Uufini  shed  Gentleman 
'  •  (The  Captain  is  not  A-misg 

461.  King  O'Neil 
.,,„    f  Forty  and  Fifty 

502.  The  Tower  of  London  I 
r-0o    f  Monsieur  Jacques 

418.  Medea 

•  1  Tom  Noddy's  Secret 

BWO-  LPlot  aad  CounterploJ 

,1Q  /The  Twins 

463.  The  Irish  Attorney 

504.  The  Birthday 

*ly-  1  My  Uncle's  Card 

464.  The  Camp 

505. 

420.  Martha  Willis 

465.  St.  Patrick's  Day 

506.  The  Stone  Jug. 

,91    f  Love's  Labyrinth 

466.  The  Strange  Gentleman 

507.  Jacob  Faithful 

*"'  (  Ladder  of  Love 

467.  The  Village  Coquettes 

508.  Jack  Ketch 

422.  The  White  Boys 

468.  The  Life  of  a  Woman 

509.  The  Bold  Dragoons      J 

,03   f  Mistress  of  the  Mill 

469.  Nicholas  Nicklf  I  y 

510.  Remorse 

"  '  {.  Frederick  of  Prussia 

470   (  Is  She  his  Wife  ? 

511.  Our  Old  House  at  Honl 

424.  Mabel's  Curse 

\  The  Lamplighter 

512.  The  Jersey  Girl 

,!)-   $  A  Perplexing  Predicament 

471.  Fernando 

513.  Harouu  Alraschid 

(  A  Day  in  Palis 

472.  The  Scamps  of  London 

514.  The  Beggar's  Petition  1 

426.  The  Rye  House  Plot 

473.  Jessie  Brown 

c,  -    fMv  Own  Blue  Bell 

427.  The  Little  Jockey 

474.  Oscar  the  Half  Blood 

51°-   LGrimalkiu 

428.  The  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask 

475.  Mary  Ducange 

516.  Paulina 

429.  The  Dumb  Conscript 

476.  Narcisse,  the  Vagrant 

ci^    f  An  Affair  of  Honour! 

430.  The  Heart  of  London 

477.  Little  Gerty 

LThe  Lancers 

431.  Frankenstein 

478.  Obi 

518.  St.  Patrick's  Eve 

432.  The  Fairy  Circle 

479.  Austerlitz 

519.  Mr.  Greenfinch 

xoq    f  Sea-  Bathing  at  Home 

480.  My  Grandfather's  Will 

520.  The  Hall  Porter 

(.  The  Wrong  Man 

481.   The  Hidden  Treasure 

434.  The  Farmer's  Story 

482.  True  as  Steel 

435.  The  Lady  and  the  Devil 

483.  Self  Accusation 

436.  Vauderdecken 

484.  The  Crown  Prince 

437.  A  Poor  Young  Man 

485.  The  Yew-Tree  Ruins 

Each  Play  is  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and   others,  this   edition  is  invaluable,  as   full 
directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given. 

London :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand.    All  Booksellers. 

The  Editor  of  "  DICKS'  STANDARD  PLATS  "  will  be  much  obliged  for  the  assistance  of  the  Proffl  I 
in  securing  Original  Printed  Editions  of  Old  Non-copyright  Dramas,  first  acted  prior  to  1843. 


Now  Ready,  price  Sixpence,  crown  octavo,  161  pages,  36  illustrations, 

CHARADES  AD  OOMEDIE 

FOR    HOME   REPRESENTATION. 
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